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RAGE PY 
As it is Acted at the 
Queens Turrarry in the 
Hay-Marſbe. 
By Her MA EST Vs Sworn Servants. 


— — 


Written by a Young Lady. 

— Pos eritis Judices, f SS 
Laudine an vitio duci faFnm id opporteat, Lo EMT | 
Favete, adeſte æquo animo, & rem cognoſcite, 14 
Vt pernoſcatis, ecquid reliquum ſit ſpei, 

Poſt hæc quas faciet de integro Fabulas, 
SpeFande, an exigende ſint vobis prins. 3 
* 4 ; * e * 


l, (ty LION DON. 
Printed for Richard Wellington at the Dolphin in St. Pauls 
5 Church-Vard. 1706, 


S 
* 
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Newly Publiſh'd, Claudius Mauger's Moſt Excellent French Grammar, with Additions 3 | 
enrich d with New Words and a New Method, and all the Improvements of that | 
Famous Language, as it is now flouriſhing in the Court of France. Where is to be ſeen 93 

; 


an extraordinary and methodical Order for the Acquiſition of that Tongue, vix, a moſt 
modiſn Pronunciation, the Conjugation of Irregular Verbs, ſhort and ſubſtantial Rules; 


to.whichare ſubjoin d a Vocabulary, and a moſt exact Grammar of the Engliſp Tongue, Ix 
with all Advantages which may make ir defireable to Foreigners. Price 20. 17 
Ovid Traveſtze, or a Burleſque on Ovid's Epiſtles, Price 2 5, | 2 


Mrs. Behn s Plays and Novels in 3 Vols. 90. Price 15 9. - 
Scarron's Novels in 8po, compleat. Price 55, : | 
Familiar and Courtly Leners written by my Lord Rocheſter, in 2 Vols, Price 5 5: 

| be Conqueſt of Spain, the laſt new Tragedy, Price 1 J. 6 d. 3 
All Printed for RlAelington at the Dolphin in dt. Puls Church. ard · Where is fold all ſorts of Playsand ? || 
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Her GRACE, 


f THE 


DUT CHE SS 
ORMOND. 


* 


MADAM 


Am ſenſible how ſe; erely the World will Cenſure my 

Preſumption, for laying this Trifle at Your Grace s 

Feet. Thar Illuſtrious Rank, in which the Grandeur of 
Your Birth, and the Juſtice of Providence has pac. my 
A 2 


a © ans — 


The Dedication. 

and thoſe more peculiar Advantages that adorn Your Cha- 
racter, and diſtinguiſh You with ſo much Glory above the 
reſt of Your Sex; renders it a kind of Prophanation to ap- 
proach Your Grace with ſo poor an Offering. But when I 
reflect how acceptable, a Sacrifice of Firſt-Fruits was to 
Heaven, inthe earlieſt, and pureſt Ages of Religion : That 
they were Honour'd with Solemi Feaſts,! and Conſecrated 
to the Altars by a Divine Command; Tis upon that Con- 
ſideration as an Argument of particular Zeal and Reſpect, 
that I Dedicate this firſt Eſſay to Your Grace; from whom 
the Muſes receive their n fan * 
form the niceſt Characters of Heroic Vertue. A Vertue 
that amidſt the lovely Bloom of Vouth, and the Triumphs 
of a perfect and unrival d Beauty, in this Malicious and Pro- 


fligate Age, has ꝑpeſerv d. its Luſtre, unſully'd with the leaſt 
Breath N Ceaght Ev: d | by Gf © ces Ex- 
ample t vindicate our Panfe ; new form or Charakter, and 


confute all the Malice of Mankind. Thoſe envious Max- 
ims by which they involve the whole Sex in Guilt, or Folly. 
With Bluſhes they retract their Errors when Vour Grace ap- 
ears ; and yield to the bright Conviction of Your Eyes. 
They confeſs it is impoſſible to ſee You without adoring; 
and yet Dazzel'd, and Aw'd by the Glory that ſurrounds 
You, they feel a ſecret Power that refines their Flames, and 
renders them pure as thoſe we ought to offer to the Deity. 
That Imperial Grace; that Awful Majeſty in every Look, 
and Motion, join d with fo much Sweetneſs, as makes the 
Charm irreſiſtable; and confirms You in that abſolute So- 
vereignty over Hearts to which You were born. The Al- 
mighty Architect employ'd his nobleſt Powers; and laviſhd 
all the Charms of Nature, to form Your Body equal to 
the Dignity and Excellence of Your Mind ; and make the 
Shrine worthy of the Divinity that inhabits it. That in Your 
Grace we might ſee what Woman was before ſhe fell; hew 

nearly ſhe was ally'd to the Purity and Perfection of the An- 
gels: And we adore and bleſs the glorious Work; me * 


The Dedication. 
hold Vou as one of the moſt beautiful and brighteſt Orna- 
ments of the Creation. An Illuſtrious Birth; Ancient Titles; 
and the Fame and Honour deriv'd to Your Grace from a 
long Succeſſion of Princes and Hero's (that adorn the Race | 
from which You Deſcend, and that to which You are Uni- 
ted) cannot add more Luſtre to Your Character than they 
receive from ir: You have cancell'd the Debt You ow d 
Your Anceſtors, and improv'd all the Vertues You inherit 
from em, to a vaſt Increaſe of Glory. And that juſt Eſteem 
and Applauſe Your Grace ſhall receive from ſucceeding Ages; 
and the Honours with which they will diſtinguiſh Your Me- 
mory, ſhall be Immortal as the Names of Butler and Som- 
merſet. Theſe Rival Kingdoms, that mutually ſhare the 
Bleſſings of Your Example, and of Your Bounty; ſhall thus 
tranſmit Your Fame perfect to Poſterity ; and contend with 
a generous Emulation, which ſhall pay Your Grace, the | 
jnſtſ Tribute of Wonder, and Praiſe. In particular, Ma- 
dam, [ ought, with the humbleſt Sence of Gratitude, to ac- | 
knowledge that Generoſity, and Condeſcenſion, with which 
Tour Grace receiv'd this my firſt Attempt in Poetry, into 
Your Protection; and honour d it with Your Preſence. It 
was expos d upon the Stage, ſtrip'd of all thoſe Ornaments 
I endeavour'd to give it. Whole Scenes were left out; the 
Paſſions were weaken d; ſome of the neceſſary Incidents 
Omitted ; and thoſe that remain d were brought on without 
due Preparation, or Coherence. But it is here Offer d to 
Your Grace, reſtor d to the ſame Order in which it was 
Written. The Title of the Faithful General; and the Vir- } 
tues repreſented in his Character; have a near Reſemblance 
with that Heros Life; that has the Felicity to poſſeſs Your | 
Heart; who only of all Mankind deſerves that Bleſſing from 
Heaven, Who in his Earlieſt Wars; at his firſt Starts of Glo- 
ry, Eclips d the Fame of Greece, and Rome; and ſoar d a- 1 
bove the moſt elevated Flights of Poetry. His Inviolate Fi- 
delity; his perfect Conduct in the Extreameſt Dangers; 
joya d with a Courage that has ſomething Divine in it, 
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The Dedication 
which renders himſelf Invincible; have made the Name of 
the Duke of Ormond an Honour, and Defence to theſe Nati- 
ons; and a Terror to the moſt formidable of our Enemies: 
And the Wonders perform'd by his Perſonal Valour, the Vi- 
ctorics and Triumphs obtain d by his Arms, at Sea, and Land; 
{hall thine bright in che glorious Regiſter of Fame, and A- 
dorn our Hiftorics to lateſt Poſtericy, Tis upon this Account 
that Aarus pleads ſome Right to Your Grace's Patronage 
and may attone for the many Faults in the other Parts of 
the. Play, to which I have given a different Turn from the 
Original; alter d the Plot, and made the Language wholly 
New. And after all the Misforcunes and Diſappointments 
chat have attended this Poem, fince I was firſt Prevail d up- 
on to publith it; I think it a ſufficient Happineſs that it was 


brought upon the Stage ſoon enough, thus to implore Your 
Grace s Protection; and to ſhare Your Influence. At a time 


when You are again preparing to purſue the glorious Courſe 


aſſign d to you by Heaven, to carry Light, and Joy, to 
thoſe gloomy Regions, that Languiſh when you withdraw 


Your Beams. When Your Native Country is again 
Threaten'd wich Your Abſence, and muſt wait Your | 
Grace to the utmoſt Shore, with Anguiſh and Tears : 
With repeated Vows for Your Health, Safety, and Proſpe- 


rity; and Impatient Wiſhes for Your Return. Which 


none can offer with a more Ardent Devotion, and Zeal, 
chan, 1 | 
Madan, 
Your Grate's 9 8 
M/ Obedient, ani 
Miſt Humble Servant, 


M. N. 


Advertiſement. 


H E Solitude of a Deſart, and the natural Inclination 
T have to Scribling, fixd me upon this Employment to 
divert my idle Hours ; which together with the want of Ex- 
perience in the juſt Meaſure of a Play, betray d me into that 


common Vice of Prolixity ; and inſenſibly ſpun out every Scene 
to an inſupportable Length. On the Contrary, the Stage at this 
time Contracts the Drama into ſuch narrow Limits, that I found 


it impoſſible to reconcile theſe Extreams, without cutting 0 whole 


Scenes; maiming the Plot, and rendring the Play mperſe ect in e- 


very one of the r, and Incidents. 


Before it was brought upon the Stage, it had been approv d by. 
fome of the beſt Judges in Poetry, with ſuch laviſh Encomiums- 


as wou d not be decent for me to repeat; and I was often aſſur d 


that it was ſcarcely poſſible it ſhou d fail of Succeſs. But it is 
a Fault in Architecture, to build upon an old Foundation; I have 
had much more trouble to clear away the Rubbiſh, and nem Model 


the Deſugn, than if it had been all of a Piece, and intireh my own, 


and the Event has ſuffciently convin®d me how much I was mi- 
talen in my Choice. 


My Intention at firſt was only to revive a Loyal Subject, but 
afterwards by degrees I chang d every thing, but the Character of 
Archas, and the Soldiers Fidelity to him; which were the only 
Parts that indu&'d-me to chuſe that Play. The Epiſodes are all 
new form d; the main Defign is alter d; and the Language is my 
on; thoſe "few Lines excepted that are all diſtinguiſh d with 4 


Note of Quotation; moſt of which ] have Corretted, Tranſpos d, 
and reduc d to Meaſure. Nor need I give my ſelf any trouble. 


ts. confute the Ray that is 4s thro. the Town, that this is 
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only an old Play with ſome little Alteration; but ſhall refer it to 
the Reader, that by comparing both, he may find what a very 


ſmall ſhare of this Tragedy belongs to Beaumont, and 


Fletcher. 


But all the Diſadvantages that attended this Tragedy upon the 
Stage, ſtill more increaſes my Debt of Gratitude to that illuſtrious 
Aſſembly, that honour'd it the third Day with their Preſence. 
And alſo for that general Encouragement I met with from all hands, 
to expect ſuch another crouded Houſe, if ¶ had accepted the Offer 


that was made me, to chaſe a Day at any time that was moſt con- 


venient ; and tho ſome of my Friends were very earneſt with me 


not to reject the Propoſal, yet ] bad found ſo many Defects in that 
hort Copy by which the Play was Acted, that I cou d not ſuffer it 
to be again expos d to an Audience of Quality, and Judgment, up- 
on my account: But J have ſome little reaſon to hope, now it is 
intire, it will prove a more agreeable Entertainment to em in the 


Reading; than it cou d be when it was deform d and mangled 


for the Stage. 


G UE, 


By a Man of Quality 


Ong have the 1 Guck, of the Age, 
. 1b Vanity, aud) Nolfe, Oppreſ d the Stags. 
bly empty elle Fanci:s Change ge perf 
Auel date ont e filly thing + at New. 
Without Dift 1 10 they this — hold, 
And laxeh it and Sence becauſe they're 01d, 
Farce, Mimickry, Machines, and Gaudy Show, 
Be 7 ſuit #56 Airy Gdenius of a Bean, 
fill their Ears, are by their Eyes betray d, 
How 4, the Poet fares, the Dancer f paid, 
Ft! way the Maſe, à Crowded Audience Miſe, 
That writes Heroicks to an Age like this, 
Nov in Parnaſſus ſball hep Portion Claim, 
wy d of ber poor Inheritance of Fame, 


15 oy Poete/. fs 0 clan ears, [To the Boxes, | 
e that bright Circle in he Cauſe appears. 
firfl 1 Ew to ibeir * re — 5 


as an Offering to the Sex 
725 Sreat, amel Good will af Av 2 prove, 
Their Pity Artimeſia's — will v 
Sill true to Glory, 10 Oppor'd to Lok 
Her part, all your V Unite, Pow'y requires, 
To Vindicate he Honowr ſde Inſpires, 
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EPILOGUE. 


Written by the Authoreſs, and Spoken 


by Mrs. Bradſhaw. 


1ST now the Poeteſs to me confeſs d, 


While thus ber gloomy Mind in Chaos lay, 


| The puddl' d Notions jump *d into a Play. 


Each Change of Weather did new Flumonrs raiſe, 
Feather, the only Power that Spleen obeys. 


bis did the Riſe, and Fall of Paſſions ahi 


tom this.the Fate of all the Drama came. 
In fome ſoft Hour bencath- a Summer- Shade, 
The Melancholy Scenes of Love were mad:. 
Dar lew*ring —w_ the dying Parts prepar'd, 
Avid fome were by returning Sun-ſhine ſpar d. 
No 3atter for the Merits of the Laue 

A Poe: s Sbill and our Dramatic Laws : 
Treje formal Tritivs feem not worth ont Pains 
ben Reaſon i is dee d, and Fancy reigns. 
Faith, I wou'd have the Fool addreſs. the B Beau, 
And ſvend this ſeri bling Vein in Billet Doux. 
Mare the nat Fold; 1g 's the chief Excellence, 
ind a fine F ¹ attones for want of Sence. 
10 the, ber 1 alent with ſome Pains may riſe, 


$8, 


nd all «he Tierd of Fops ac corent her wije. 


She neer was with this Tragick Muſe poſſeſsd, 
Till with Il Humour, and the Spleen oppreſs d. 
Je Whims, and Vapours in her Brain did move, 
And made her rave of Verſe, and Death, and Lope. 


But thus convinc d you will with me confeſs, 
3 Nature ne er meant her for a Poeteſs. 
4 Tis true, a love to R Chiming ſhe retains; 
The wor 7 of Plagnes when not ſupply d with Bras, 
Ey be advis d by me; lets all engage 
5 drive this Anti- Sappho from the Stage. 
ben bautſh > thence ſhe may perhaps fubmit, 
— a Jas that ſuits ber Mit. 
A Tak which is each humble Fiouſewife's Doom, 
1o beep Accounts and write Receipts at home. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 
M EN 


Galerias, Empetor of the Eaſt. Mr. Both, 
| Alaras, the Kaithful General. Mr. Bettertoz. 
| Heodorus, his Soi. Mr. Verbruggen, 
| Macario, His Brother, | © Mr. £ ap. 
| een Favorite to the Emperor. — Corey. 
D Mt. Bowman, 
"Fay | C % Ar Friends to 5 5 CMWudi. 
| Ave HERS. Romas 3 Friends 10 Mau, SM F. Free 29, 
Wache LE #38 | 
% Creatures of Lycinias. 


Cittom, 5 | | 
Dameratus, à Roman Officer, + Mr. Minus. 
En fen, | Mr. Dichi#s, 


Lag 7 


K O h N. 


4 onftantic, Silier to the Epefor. ſits. Bradſpaw. 
Atlimeſia, Daughter to Maris. | Mrs. Porte?, 
} Prieſts, Choriftevs, Guards, aid Aticuid luis. 
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THE 


Faithful General. * 
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SCENE L A Palace. 
Enter Theodorus, Macario, and Aventius. 


Theo, o more: I wou'd not hear thee talk ſo poorly, 
And know thou art a Soldier. Nam'ſt thou Patience 


to 
Ave. For Wrongs like ours? My Soul diſdains the Thought. 
| No, let the Coward Prieſthood ſtill impoſe 

That tame Plebeian' Virtue on the Croud : 

The Cant of Duty beſt ſecures them Slaves, 
And flatters Kings with Arbitrary Power. 
For Me, my ſtubborn Neck can never bend 
Beneath a Royal Spurn ; whoever dares | | 
To ſtrike the Blow, ſhall find 1 dare revenge it : | 
Like a hurt Lyon with regardleſs Rage, | | 
I'll ruſh on my Aſſailant, Death's my Win, ; 
And who dares Dye may brave a Tyrant's Frowns 

Mac. Is this the Son of Marus ? | 

Theo, Oh Macario | 
My noble Uncle! I confeſs with Shame, 
_ *Tis juft in thee to doubt, is this the Son 
Of Injur'd Marus; whilſt thou ſeeſt Me thus 
Conſume the time in Threats, and vain Complaints. | 
Women and Cowards rail, revenge in private; Fe |. 
A Soldier ought to Act: Theſe troubPd Times i 
Demand a Genius like the latter Brutus, ; f 
Fiery and Brave, his hate of Tyranny, 
That with a Noble Ardour urg'd him on 
To tempt thoſe rough untrodden Paths of Glory, 
And with a Blow revenge his Murder'd Friends, 
Save ſinking Rome, and eaſe the groaning World. 

Mac, In fight of all the Eloquence of 7%, 
Twas a baſe Deed, unworthy of a Roman; 
Nor ought the Son of Marus to applaud it. 
Marus, the Glory of our Eaſtern Empire, 
Whoſe ſteddy Loyalty no Storms can ſhake; 
So dear he was to our laſt Emperor, 1 


With all Rewards a Bounteous Prince cou'd give. 
Bat Oh ! when once the Sun of Power withdraws 
His kindly Beams, how ſoon his blaſted Glories 
Shrink to a Shade, and moulder in Oblivion! 


Avent. Never was Temper ſo Divinely Form'd, | 


Nor Greece, nor Rome can boalt an Equal Hero. 

Behold him now in this decline of Fate, . 

With how compos'd a Mind, how calm a Brow, » 

He bears the Frowns of an ungrateful Court; 

While our young Emperor with all the Marks 

Of publick Scorn repays his Services. 

He turns the hard Neceſſity to Vertue-* 

Pleas'd that the noiſy Scenes of Life are paſt, 

With ſilent Joy prepares to make his Exit, 

And paſs his Age in folitude and reſt, *' 2» 
Mac. But when the Thracian Armies ſhall return— 

With freſh Recruits, the State will want a Maris; 

Our haughty Emperor in times like thoſe : | 

May ſtoop to court that Aid which now he ſcorns; 7 FA 8 

8 4 7 by Danger, may be juſt to Merit. — &f 
Theo. By Glory, and Revenge, tis greatly thought! !!?? 

Such Juſtice ſoon cou'd charm my ſtormy Soul F 

To Peace, and reconcile me to my Fate, 

Till I cou'd Periſn with my Father's Patience. 

To ſee the Gods thus vindicate his Cauſe, 

And turn the Malice of his guilty Foes 

In ruin on their Heads; ſince urg'd by Wrongs, 

And baſe Indignities beneath a Roman, 

My injur'd Father ſtands engag'd by Vows | 

No more to Fight whilſt this new Reign ſhall laſt. 
Avent. Why then a long farewel to Arms, and Glory. 

That fatal Vow has ſeaPd the Empires Doom, WS 

In bloody Characters I ſee it Writ, 

As if the Book of Fate were now in View, 

And all the gloomy Pages ſpread before me. 

But tell me, Prince, my Godlike Theodorus, 

What cauſe cou'd urge thy Father's temperate Soul 

To ſuch a Vow, no more to ſerve his Prince? 

For my long Abience, and my late Return 

From ſolemn Embally's in foreign Courts, 

Makes me a {tranger to Affairs at Home. | 

© Theo, Well maylt thou wonder and inquire the Cauſe ; 

"Twas the laſt general Muſter in thy Abſence | 

Before the old Emperor dy'd, whoſe honour'd Aſhes 

Now reſt in Peace; this young Prince that now Reigns 

To Crown his Father's Hopes, had the Command 

Of all our Greecian Armies; pleas'd, and proud 

Of ſuch a Charge, and dreſs'd in Marſhal Pomp, 

© He us'd his utmoſt Skill before his Father + 

* Faſhion'd, and drew *em up; but *twas ſo Poorly, + 

30 Looſe, ſo Scatter'd, ſo unlike a Soldier, LE 4 


- . 
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The Faithful. General. Sos 3 
He ſeem'd the Partner of Imperial Sway; : or” PLES 
Hhleſs'd with Succeſs in War, and crown'd in Peace 


— 
— „ 


The Faithful 'General.. 
© The good old Emperor bluſh'd, and calPd my Father, 
© Who then was General; Go, Marus, haſte 
And chide the Boy before the Soldiers find him; 
© Stand thou between his Ignorance, and them; 
© Faſhion their Bodies new to thy Direction, 
Then draw 'em up, and ſhow the Prince his Errors. 
© My Sire obey'd, and with Submiſſion went, 
© inform'd the Prince, and read him all Inſtructions. 
At this the fierce Galerius ſwell'd to Rage, 
ReviPd his Age, and rudely thruſt him Back; 
With Threats of future Vengeance, if he liv'd 
To mount the Throne; Ruin, Diſgrace, and Death, 
On Marus, and his Race. My Father, moy'd 
At this Affront. with Solemn Imprecations 
Invok'd the Gods as Witneſs to his Vow; 
That Day that made Galerius Lord of Greece, 
Shou'd be his laſt of War; — No more he'd Arm, : ; 
Nor by his ill-tim'd Services, provoke | - 1 
His Prince's Hate; and thus in Rage they parted. 7 
© The time is come, and now you know the Wonder. 
Avent. How bears the fiery Soldier ſuch a loſs 
A General, whoſe Love and Faith has led *em 
For twenty rowling Years to Fame and Conqueſt. 
He that begot, and bred the Soldier up; 
Obey'd with Awe, yet Lov'd to Adoration. 
How have we heard round his Triumphant Chariot 
The Martial Throng thus with glad Shouts ſalute him! 
Fail, Victor, Hail, thou Genius of the War, 
Whoſe Virgin Honour never yet was Conquer'd ! 
All Hail, Triumpher ! Saviour of the State! 
Firſt Son of Mars and loudeſt Boaſt of Fame 
Mac. E're ſince the Army heard the fatal News, 
A ſullen Diſcontent clouds every Brow, 
And all the Camp is fill q with factious Murmurs. 
The weary Eccho's groan the loſs of Marus 
In Sounds that never ceaſe ; Farewel for ever, 
The penſive Soldier cries, to Arms, and Glory; 
 Marus is gone, and Conqueſt is no more; 
While all the liſt'ning Croud conſpire to mourn 
Their General's Loſs, and talk at large of Vengeance. 
Theo, Thence they proceed to mourn the Fate of Rome, 
And blame the Senate, that permit Galerius : 
To rule the Eaſt without Account to them. 
While tame Conſtantius parcels out his Power: 
And thus Two Cæſar's ſhare the Conquer'd World; 
They all conclude the Roman Greatneſs loſt. / 
Avent. Not while Lycinius rules our Emperor, | 
Will Greece =——— extend her Conqueſts. Oh ye Gods! 
What Romans wou'd, like us, forſake their Country ? 
In this ingloxious Reign to ſtarve in Greece; 
To Toll, and Bleed, thus for a thankleſs Prince 
And 2 while Lycimus reaps our S poils ? | 
Mac. Tho' this be true, yet all Complaints are Vain; 


4 Tbe Faithful General. 
Where Kings are the Agreſſors, who ſhall dare 
To Tax their Juſtice, or demand Redreſs? ; | 
Avent, Yet Subjects may have leave to ſpeak their Wrongs, 
Rong Prince higfErors oO Hf 15 
Theo. Not in Greece. _— I ON 
Under this lazy, looſe, luxurious Reign, © 
Our guilty Court is full of ſubtile Spies, 
That can extract ev'n Treaſon from a Look: 
A ſullen Brow, or diſcontented Air, 
Conteſs a Male-content ; 'tis dangerous, 
And if the Man is Brave, his Doom his ſeal'd. 
Mac. Oh Theodorus ! 3 ER +: 
Since this you know, why do you 'tempt the Danger? 
Thy gloomy Aſpect and thy haughty Meen, 
The Rage that glances from thy fiery Eyes, 


And that rough Air of Scorn, will haſten Fate, RE 5 TT Fr 


And ruin all our Race. 
Theo. Let Slaves and Cowards © 4 VV 
Be ſordid, cringe, and flatter for a Life, | VVV 
Which I diſdain to keep; who wou'd not chuſe 3 
The nobleſt means to dye, when Death's the Mark, SO DL Os 
And Recompence of Vertue ? ſhou'd we Live „b un 
When all the Brave, the Good, and Pious Fall: 5 
The judging World wou'd think this baſe Exemption, : 
The price of Guilt and we were like the Times. 
Mac. The Soldiers Love, and danger'of Revolt 
If Marus fall, from the Revenge they threaten | 
Has yet preſerved our Lives. 35 
Theo. But cannot long. — 5 | 5 
Their Malice will o'recome their Coward Fears 
And then we dye.——'Tis all I ask the Tyrant; 
The Mercy of a Grave, his Hate has doom'd me 
To all the Torments of deſpairing Love, 
Thoſe Racks of Thought that only. Death can end. 
Avent. Thus every Subject terminates in Grief, 
The Cloſe is {till Conſtantia, and Deſpair. TY 
Talk not of Death as if a Soul like thine, - . | 3 
So truly Brave, cou'd want the Strength to ſuifer, CI £7 
Time is a ſure Phyſician to the Mind, oO.” 
| He ſafely heals the deepeſt Wounds of Fate, 
And calms Deſpair to Patience. 5 
I beo. Oh! no more; | 
Tis all in Vain! go argue down the Seas, 1 
hen tofs'd to Storms; and preach the Winds to ſtilneſs. 
ay Griefs are raging, wild, and deaf as thoſe. 
Oh beautious Princeſs ! my divine Conſtantia ! 
How wer: thou torn from-theſe deſiring Arms! 
{uſt when the Nuptial Pomp was all prepar'd, 
When firſt the good old Emperor, thy Father, 
By folemn Contract, ſeal'd our mutual Vows ; 
When all the glorious Horizon was clear, 3 
And our ſpread Sails big with Auſpicious Winds; 
The riling Storms drove on a ſudden Wrack, 
Ag all at once we Plunge ; That fatal Time 
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To ſhield his Fears, and gloſs his ſully'd Fame. 


The Jeſt of Fame, and Droll of all the Court . 


> © The Faithful General : 
Greece loſt the greateſt, beſt of Emperors ; 

And with him dy'd our Hopes. Oh, my Conſt antia 

Thy cruel Brother thus begins his Reign, 

And blots the foremoſt Page with black Injuſtice. 

Bound, as we were, by everlaſting Vows, 

In all the ſacred Forms that Love cou'd dictate : 

And Oh! amidſt the Ardour of my Flames, 

Rais'd by the Thoughts of near approaching Joy, 

All, all was loſt; the rugged Hand of Fate 


Has thruſt between, and ſunder'd us for ever. 


Mac. Yet more; in Dow'ry with this beautious Prince ; 
Th' Emperor beſtow'd the Syrian Crown, "=. | 
The largeſt richeſt Kingdom in the Eaſt. ; 

Theo. The Throne of Syria, and a Monarch's Power, | 
Cou'd only pleaſe as *twas the Gift of Love: c 
But ſince Conſtantia's loſt, 2 
Ambition is no more: | | 
Thoſe glorious Fires are darken'd by Deſpair ; 

My tortur'd Soul diſdains the uſeleſs Toil, 
And fain wou'd be at reſt. _ S1ching deepiy. 

Mac. This whining Grief | 
Emaſculates thy Soul, and looks too tame 


In ſuch a Cauſe; to ſculk in gloomy Shades 
With folded Arms, and tire the midnight Ecchoes 
With tedious repetition of thy Woes. 


Diſpair's a ſudden habitude of Grief; 

The Ruſt our Minds contract by lazy Thought. 

Rouſe like a Man, and wait a time of Vengeance 

For all thy Wrongs ; Lycinius is thy Rival 

Lycinius muſt poſſeſs the bright Conft antia 

if Theodorus fall; Oh! think on that; 

And after, if thou can'ſt, reſolve on Death. 
Theo, What means of Vengeance have I left untry'd 

That Honour would allow ? five times in publick 

1 dard him to the Field, there to Diſpute 

The glorious Prize, and vindicate my Right. 

But he as oft found means to ſhun the Combate ; 

The Emperor's Commands was his Protection 
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Mac, But Gallus met your Arms; his Brother. C4» 
Theo. Oh! I forgot that ſhallow noiſie Brave; 


In the late Reign: But now the publick Hera, 
The Empirc's Safety, and the Boaſt of War. 

Mac. Touch'd with th' Affront, the empty Engine roar'd, 
And fill'd the Court with Noiſe ; he-thank'd the Gods, | 
That tho' the Emperor forbid his Brother | 
To Fight, yet he was free; free to Chaſtiſe 
This Boy, this beardleſs Inſolent that dar'd 
Affront his Blood, tho' far beneath his Sword, 

Tho? his high Soul diſdain'd th unequal Combate ; 
Yet for Revenge he wou'd deſcend to meet him, 

And give him noble Death. Thus fierce he came, 
vindy Boaſts, and the loud Breath of Crouds, 


4 The Faithful General. 
Where Kings are the Agreſſors, who ſhall dare 

To Tax their Juſtice, or demand Redreſs? | | 
Avent, Yet Subjects may have leave to ſpeak their Wrongs, 
And ſnow the Prince his Errors. 1 

| Theo. Not in Greece. _ 
i Under this lazy, looſe, luxurious Reign. 

' Our guilty Court is full of ſubtile Spies, 
it; That can extract ev'n Treaſon from a Look: 

i A ſullen Brow, or diſcontented Air, 

Conteſs a Male-content ; 'tis dangerous, 
if And if the Man is Brave, his Doom his ſeal'd. 
1 Mac. Oh Theodorus! PE het 11 

Since this you know, why do you "tempt the Danger? 

Thy gloomy Aſpect and thy haughty Meen, 

the Rage that glances from thy fiery Eyes, FRY 7 
And that rough Air of Scorn, will haſten Fate, Bae t 
And ruin all our Race. | | „ Eo a 


Theo. Let Slaves and Cowards ' * DD 555 a f 
Be ſordid, cringe, and flatter for a Life, VNV! 1 
Which I diſdain to keep; who wou'd not chuſe ERS kt” I 
The nobleſt means to dye, when Death's the Mark, 85 15 5 
And Recompence of Vertue ? ſhou'd we Live F 
When all the Brave, the Good, and Pious Fall: 5 > 

The judging World wou'd think this baſe Exemption, — | 
The price of Guilt and we were like the Time. 

Mac. The Soldiers Love, and danger'of Revolt EET 
it Marus fall, from the Revenge they threaten 5 
Has yet preſerved our Lives. ee ee , ihr urn, 

Theo. But cannot long.: 

Their Malice will o'recome their Coward Fears, 
And then we dye. — Tis all I ask the Tyrant 
The Mercy of a Grave, his Hate has doom'd me 
Toall the Torments of deſpairing Love, 

I Thoſe Racks of Thought that only. Death can end. 

335 Arent. Thus every Subject terminates in Grief, 
The Cloſe is {till Conſtantia, and Deſpair. 
| Talk not of Death as if a Soul like thine, 
[ So truly Brave, cou'd want the Strength to ſuffer. 
' Timeis a ſure Phyſician to the Mind, | 
ae ſafely heals the deepeſt Wounds of Fate, 
| _ And calms Deſpair to Patience. LAY 
. Theo. Oh! no more; 
| "Tis all in Vain! go argue down the Seas, 

4 hen toſs'd to Storms; and preach the Winds to ſtilneſs. 
| ay Griefs are raging, wild, and deaf as thoſe. 

| Oh beantions Princeſs 1 my divine Conſtantia / 

9 How vert thou torn from-theſe defiring Arms! 

\ {uſt when the Nuptial Pomp was all prepar'd, 

| | When firſt the good old Emperor, thy Father, 

| By ſolemn Contract, ſeal'd our mutual Vows; 

When all the glorious Horizon was clear, 

Aud our ſpread Sails big with Auſpicious Winds; 

The riſing Storms drove on a ſudden Wrack, 
Aud all at once we Plunge ; That fatal Time 
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A The Faithful General. 
Greece loſt the greateſt, beſt of Emperors; 
And with him dy'd our Hopes. Oh, my Cerftantia ! 
Thy cruel Brother thus begins his Reign, 

And blots the foremoſt Page with black Injuſtice. 
Bound, as we were, by everlaſting Vows, 

In all the ſacred Forms that Love cou'd dictate : 
And Oh! amidſt the Ardour of my Flames, 

Rais'd by the Thoughts of near approaching Joy, 
All, all was loſt; the rugged Hand of Fate 

Has thruſt between, and ſunder'd us for ever. 

Mac. Vet more; in Dow'ry with this beautious Prince 
Th' Emperor beſtow'd the Syrian Crown, | 
The largeſt richeſt Kingdom in the Eaſt. | 

Theo. The Throne of Syria, and a Monarch's Pow”r. 
Cou'd only pleaſe as *twas the Gift of Love: 

But ſince Conſtantia's loſt, oe 

Ambition is no more: | | 

Thoſe glorious Fires are darken'd by Deſpair ; 

My tortur'd Soul diſdains the uſeleſs Toil, 

And fain wou'd be at reſt. : [S1ghing deeply, 

Mac. This whining Grief | | 
Emaſculates thy Soul, and looks too tame 
In ſuch a Cauſe; to ſculk in gloomy Shades 
With folded Arms, and tire the midnight Ecchoes 
With tedious repetition of thy Woes. 

Diſpair's a ſudden habitude of Grief; 
The Ruſt our Minds contract by lazy Thought. 
Rouſe like a Man, and wait a time of Vengeance 


For all thy Wrongs; Lycinius is thy Rival ; 
Lycinius muſt poſſeſs the bright Conſtantia 
if Theodorus fall ; think on that; 

And after, if thou can'ſt, reſolve on Death. | 

Theo, What means of Vengeance have I left untry'd 
That Honour would allow ? five times in publick 
I dar'd him to the Field, there to Diſpute 
The glorious Prize, and vindicate my Right. 

But he as oft found means to ſhun the Combate ; 
The Emperor's Commands was his Protection 
To ſhield his Fears, and gloſs his ſully'd Fame. 
Mac, But Gallus met your Arms; his Brother. C5. 
Theo. Oh! I forgot that ſhallow noiſie Brave; 
The Jeſt of Fame, and Droll of all the Court 0 
In the late Reign: But now the publick Hera, 
The Empirc's Safety, and the Boaſt of War. 

Mac. Touch'd with th' Affront, the empty Engine roar'd, 
And fill'd the Court with Noiſe ; he thank'd the Gods, 
That tho' the Emperor forbid his Brother 
To Fight, yet he was free; free to Chaſtiſe 
This Boy, this beardleſs Inſolent that dar'd 
Affront his Blood, tho' far beneath his Sword, 

Tho? his high Soul diſdain'd th unequal Combate; 

Yet for Revenge he wou'd deſcend to meet him, 

And give him noble Death. Thus fierce he came, 

windy Boaſts, and the loud Breath of Crouds, 


6 The Faithful General. 
'Puff'd to the Field; but at the ſecond Claſh 
The noiſy Clond was burſt into a Calm: 
O'rethrown and grov'ling in the Duſt he lay 
Beneath the Horſes Feet; till Theodorus 
Leap'd down, and rais'd him, gave him back his Sword : 
Again they Fought, again he was O'ercome, 
And tamely forc'd with Shame to beg his Life. 
\ Theo, For this e're ſince he bears me mortal Hate, 
And all that ſhare my Blood. | 
Arch. Where is he now? | | * 
Theo. In Parthia, he's Commander of a Legion; = 
But now "tis rumour'd he will be declar'd | 
Lieutenant there in Chief, in Caron's Room, 
Who the laſt Fight was Slain. 4 
Mac. That Pow'r, join'd with Jycinius ſubtle Brain, 4 
May prove too much for Greece: I know this Gallus | 3 
fs but the Engine of his Brother's Plots; 
A uſeful Tool to drive on his Deſigns. 
If they ſucceed, Lycinizns reaps the Profit; 
if they miſcarry, Gallus bears the Odium. 
Avent. No-mvre, my Lord, behold the General comes: 
is Armour born before by weeping Soldiers, 
] As iolemn Offerings to Minerva's Shrine. 
Zee but how ſlow and heavily they move, 
| And ſeem to faint beneath the fatal Load. 
| | | [The Trumpets ſound a Dead March. 
Enter Marus, Dameratus, Enſign, Soldiers carrying his Armour peace- meal, 
| his Colours folded up, &c. two Prieſts, 
Dam, Oh Prince! Oh Aventinus Oh Macari! . | 
This is the heavieſt March we ever trod. CViping bis Eyes. i 
A ac. There ſit em down, and glorious War farewel. | = Þ_ 
Thou Child of Honour, and ambitious Thoughts; 4 
Begot in Blood and nurs'd in Kingdoms Ruines. = 
Thou Golden Danger courted by the Brave, 1 
Thro' Fire, and Famine, for one Title from thee: 
A long farewell I take of Arms for ever. 
Thoſe Ribs for mighty Minds, thoſe Iron Houſes, 
Made to deſie the Thunder-claps of Fortune; 
Ruſt, and conſuming Time, muſt now dwell with you. 
And thou, good Sword, that knew'ſt the way to Conqueſt, 
Deſpair and Death dwelt on thy fatal Edge; „„ 
The Empire's Guard, and terror of its Foes; 
Sleep now from Blood, and grace my Monument. 
Farewel my Eagle, when thou flew'ſt, whole Quarries 
Have ſtoop'd below thee : I have ſeen thee oft 6 
Ruffle the Srians, as they fled thy Fury, ; TD b 
And hang em up together as a Toſſel, 1 
Upon the ſtretch, a Flock of fearful Pigeons. 
Then flew this Bird of Honour bravely, Soldiers; | is 
But this muſt be forgotten, ſo mult theſe, | = 
And all that tend to Arms, by me for ever. | 
* Take em, ye Holy Men, my Vow take with 'em, 
Never to wear 'em more: The Gods accept em, 


* As ſacred Trophies to adorn their Temple : 
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De Faithful General. 

There let em hang to ſhow the World their Maſter 
© Is now Devotion's Soldier, fit for Prayer. : 
© Why look you ſad, and ſhake your mournful Heads ? 
© Iam not dying yet —— _ 

© Dam. Vou are to us. 

© Enſig. Dead to our Fortunes, General. 

© Mar. You'll find a better, 
© A greater, and a braver Man to lead you, 

And to a nobler Fortune. I am old; 

© Time, and the Wars together, make me ſtoop, 

* Stoop to my Grave; my Mind unfurniſh'd too. 

5 8 and weak as I am, my poor Body 

* Is fit for nothing now but Contemplation); 

© And that will be a Task too for a Soldicr. 

© Yet had they once commended what I've done, 
Or thought it well, I think I ſhou'd have ventur'd 
© For one blow more; I ſhou'd have made a ſhift. 

© To break one Staff more handſomely, and dy'd 
Like a good Fellow, and an honeſt Soldier, 

* With Sword in Hand, firm planted at your Head, 
© And fo have made an end of all with credit. [Loud flouriſh of Trumpets, 

Mac. The Trumpets ſound, and ſee th* Emperor © 
Is ent'ring now, cloſe followed by Lycinirs ; 

While honeſt Iſidorus walks at diſtance. 

Mar. That Iſidorus has been long my Friend, / 
A Man that well deſerves that ſacred Name ? 
Wiſe, Juſt, and Brave; a prodigy in Courts E 
Unknown before, an honeſt Politician. ; 

Enter ine Emperor, Lycintns, and Iſidorus at a diſt ance | 
© Gal. What means this ceremonious Pomp of Arms ? 
* This Air of Grief? Explain the miſtick Emblem. 


Mar. Oh, Sacred Sir ! too well you know the Cauſe [| Kreets, | 
That drives me from your Service. | N 
ycin. juſt his Nature: | Abart te Gol ö 


"Tis thus he ever blinds the thoughtleſs Croud, F 
And turns the Guilt on uu. | ö 
© Gal. Too well indeed, | 
I know the Cauſe, the Injuries I ſuffer'd, 
When at the general Muſter, you were pleas'd 
To laugh at my poor Soldierſhip, to ſcorn it; 
And more, texpoſe my Perſon to Contempt, | | 
© Took from my Hands my Charge. ; 5 
* Mar. The Gods are witneſs + þ 
* I did no more, and that with all Submiſſion, | | 
* With Love, and Faith to you, than was my Warrant. . 
And by your Father Seal'd; nor dare my Soul 1 
* Admit a Thought of Scorn againſt my Prince; þ 
Jever yet knew my Duty. 1 
© Gal. No, the Tine | 
© Is come to teach you now; I well remember, 
* Upon ſome angry Words that paſs'd betwixt us, 
© You told me, if I ere were Emperor | 
* You were no Soldier more. Vou keep your Word, 
And I am pleas'd you do. hut leaſt that Time 


- 
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8 The Faithful General. 
Shou'd change your Purpoſe, I confirm it now. 
From henceforth I diſmiſs you; take your Eaſe, Sir. 
Aar. I humbly thank your Majeſty ; that Eaſe 
* Is beſt for Age. Alaſs ! this waſted Body, | 
* Beaten and bruis'd with Arms, dry'd up with Sorrows, 
* Is fit for nothing elſe but Quiet now, | 
And holy Prayers; in which when J forget 
© To thank the Gods for all your bounteous Favours, 
May they be deaf, and my Petitions periſh . - ; 

Bein. Mark how the fawning Hypocrite conceals LAſide to the Emp. 
His Pride, and wears an humble Form of Duty. 1 
He pulls his Claws in but till time ſhall ſerve 555 | 5 
To {tretch 'em farther out, and ſeize the faſter. | 44 

Gal. To ſhow the World we are not yet reduc'd 1 
if To ſuch a Dearth of Valour and Experience: 
Such a declining Age of Active Spirits 
That all ſhou'd be confin'd within your Excellence, 
And you, or none be Honour'd. Take, Lygimus, 
The Place he has Commanded ; lead the Soldiers: 
A little time will bring thee ro his Honours, 
Which has been nothing but the World's Opinion, 
The Soldiers Fondneſs, and a little Fortune, 
| Which I believe leaſt owing to his Sword. 
1 Theo. Oh! Sacred Sir! will you thus wrong. 
Gal. No more; 
4 Dare not to ſpeak. 
+ | Theo. Not ſpeak. 

Avent. Forbear, my Lord. 5 | . 
Theo. Not dare to ſpeak; what Pow'r ſhall awe my Tongue 
In ſuch a Cauſe ? wer't thou the King of Gods, 
And bore the brandiſh'd Thunder in thy Hand, 

if Undaunted thus Pd brave the fiery Bolt 
| In Honour's Right, to juſtify my Father. | 8 1 
FIR Ve Gods ! Are theſe your aweful Subſtitutes ? 55 5 P 
f Theſe do you call Diſpenſers of your Juſtice ? | N pe 

| Imperial Drones, that with luxurious Baſe 
Securely loll upon their lazy Thrones, 
And never think from whence their Safety comes: 
Tho* Thouſands nobly Sacrifice their Lives 
; To-gnard their Crowns, or but increaſe their Pow'r, 
| Yet ſee the Recompence of all their Toils; | | 7 
The Gratitude of Kings. I» 
1 Lo, here the Man that never yet was Conquer'd, | 
[| By whoſe victorious Arms our Modern Grecce 
14 Exceeds the Fame and Glory of the Old. 
| Behold him now 1n his declining Age, EEE, 
1 With publick Scorn, thus ſtript of all his Honours ; 
| And a tame Sycophant poſſeſs his Charge. IE 
| Gal. Gods! Shall this Traytor brave me to my Face? | 
|! Haſte, bear him off, to Priſons,Racks,and Death. [To the Guards, they. ſeize him. 
. Mar. Hence from my ſight for ever, „ TI 
K Thou ſcandal to my Blood, no more my Son: 
Go, by thy Death, attone thy injur'd Prince. 13 | 
LIſidorus, Aventinus, Dameratus, and Soldiers, all come forward and Fneel. 
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5 De Faithful General. 
I/id. Oh, mighty Emperor! thus at your Feet, 
We beg for Mercy for this fiery Prince: 


His Service paſt may plead in his Excuſe; 


Nor can your Army tamely ſee him fall. 

Gal. Tis well you tell me fo, for now I'll try 
How far my Army durſt controul my Will. 
Haſte, let him dye in view of all the Camp ; 
No more Delays, but execute his Doom. | 
LLycin. takes the Emperor ro the front of the ot as: 

Lycin. Firſt hear me, Sir. — Urge not the Soldiers farther . 

Grant Theodorus Pardon to appeaſe them : 

Tho? you reſolve his Death, yer not in Publick ; 

Daggers and Poyſon are the ſafeſeſt courſe. 


» 


_- _ "=" s 5 . y 
Emperor turns to the Soldiers and peaks nur. 


Gal. Tis granted. He ſhall Live Oh wy Lyciners / 
Around this ecchoing World, let Fame reſound | 
This proof of Honour, this unequal'd Goodneſs 
Lycinius begs the Life of Theodorms. | 
Theo, Yes, Pm repriev'd till a ſecurer Time. 
The Stab, or poyſon'd Bowl, is Coward's Vengeance, 
And *tis for that I Live. My fellow Soldiers, 


Can you believe Lycinins begs my Life? 


Or wou'd I poorly take it at his Boon ? 

No, had the Wretch,once dar'd to meet my Arms 

On equal terms of Honour in the Field, 

Had he a Name like Hector, or Achilles, 

Firſt in the War, and ever Crown'd with Conqueſt : 

Yet ſtill from him. from ſuch a hated Hand, 

To my laſt Gaſp I wou'd diſdain the Offer. 
Gal. He's gone, and ſo may you. 

Secure 'em all 

In their Apartments, till their Fates reſolv'd. 

Go teach your Son more of this boaſted Duty, 


This Loyalty which you fo long have practisd. : 
D Kneels, 


Mar. My Son too juſtly has deſerv'd your Anger; 
Such Guilt can only be atton'd by Death. | 
I too wou'd Dye, it I might chuſe my Fate, 
Rather than bear the Anguiſh of your Frowns, 
Doom me to pine with Want, to Racks, or Whecls. 
And all Varieties of witty Torments. 
Let this laſt Inch of Taper waſte in Storms, 
Or be this Moment quench'd in Blood and Horror : . 
So but one Thought of Pity moves your Soul 


To Crown my Death with ſome returns of Favour. 


© Gal. Thy Age may claim a Privilege to Talk. | 
Farewell, you know your limit. | LExir Gal. aud Lycin. 
© Mar, I do, —— and will obſerve it. Cruel Ceſar! 
* My Grave "tis there's my limit, nor can that 
Once ſhake my Soul; tis no new thing to me 
* To Buckle with that old grim Soldier Death; AP 
© Pre ſeen him in his ſowr'ſt dreadful'ſt Shapes; 
Ves, I thank my honeſty, have ſtood him. 
© That Audits caſt ; farewell, my honeſt Soldiers; 
Farewell, my noble Friends: Give me your Hands, 


LExit. 
[to Marus. 
[Points Macario to the Guard. 
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Can witneſs for my Faith. 


: My Iſdorus, Aventinus, thou, 


In Arms and Honeſty, a long Farewell. 

Be Valiant ſtill, and Loyal, and when next 

Vou Fight, let Cæſar's Glory Edge your Swords. 

When the great Reſt of all your Honour's up: 

When you wou'd think a Spell to ſhake th? Enemy, 

Remember me; my Prayers ſhall ſtill be with you. 

So once again Farewell. | 

Dam. We'll wait upon you 

Jo your Apartment, and attend you there. 
Aar. No, no, it mult not be,. I have a Gass 

Aſſign'd me by my Prince, nor needs there more. 

No Train, nor Compliment. Oh Iſidorws / ; 

Oh Aventis! you are both my Friends, 


. 
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And long I think have lov'd me. 


Iſid. Yes, the Gods 


Avent. And oh, for me. | 

Mar. No more; wrong not my Friendſhip to believe 
1 doubt your Truth: All I entreat of both | 
Is for my Son, Oh! labour to appeaſe 
His ſtormy Soul, and teach him how to bear 


This turn of Fate with Duty and Submiſſion. 


Once more your Hands. Whene're your better Hours 
Will give you leave to ſee me, and the Emperor 

Permits you ſhou'd, one Moment's Sight of either 

Will ſweeten all the Troubles of Confinement ; 


In the mean time the Gods protect and bleſs you. f 1s going, comes back. 


{ had forgot, this Day my Arti meſia 
Returns from Athens. Now we're all confin'ꝰd; 


None left but thee, my faithful Iſidorus, 


To meet, and to conduct her. 
Iſid. Leave that Care | 
Tome, my Lord; PII meet your beauteous Daughter, 
And wait her to your Preſence. | 
Aar. The Gods reward this Goodneſs. Oh my Friend! 
in pity to a Father's Fondneſs haſte, 
And bring her to my Arms, my only Comfort, 
The Blefine, of my Age; forgive this Weakneſs, 
Ai but the | longht of her my Eyes grow full. 
The fondeſt, tend'reſt Child, with gen'rous Pride 
She, ned my better Fortune, ſhunn'd the Pomp; 
fl COmes to claim her Portion in my Sorrows. | 
= therefore thus with Chains prepares her Welcome; 
And inakes the Trial worthy of her Vertue. | 5 
Exit with a Guard, follow'd by Dameratus and Soldiers. 
la., This Artimeſea 
le zundeed' a Wonder; 2 
Mus all the bright Perfections of her Sex 
Without their Faults. 
foot. While you prepare to meet her, 
e the Emperor, and uſe my Int'reſt 


| ts vain their Freedoms. | | LExiH. 
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Thou Dameratus, all my brave Companions 5 r 


The Faithful General. 


Id. May fucceſs attend you. = 
SO %  -*® 

How poor a Fate neglected Virtue finds! 
For all its Sufferings paid with empty Praiſe. 
A melancholy, ſcorn'd, unproſperous thing; 
Expos'd to all the Injuries of Fortune, 
And of the World, the publick Mark for Wrongs. 
But ſtill moſt beautiful, when moſt diſtreſs'd : 
The only perfe& Good that knows no Change. 
Divinely free, and center'd on its ſelf; 
Is Independent, and its own Reward. 
This Power of Virtue is in Marus ſhown, 
And makes his Priſon nobler than a Throne. 
His paſt Renown and Triumphs Fortune gave; 


In this the Goddeſs is her ſelf his Slave. 
| End of the firſt ACT. 
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ACT IL 


SCENE I. The Palace. 


Enter Lycinius, Nearchus, and Cliton. 


Lycin. M Brother Gallus was this Day declar'd 


Lieutenant o're the Parthians, Medes, Armeni am, 


With full Commiſſion to purſue thoſe Wars. 


ITis a large Truſt, and muſt be manag d wiſely ; 


It ſeize Occaſion by the hairy Front, 
Nor give her time to turn. | 

Near, Your greateſt Foe | 
Confin'd within your Power, your Rival too ; 


 Macario, Artimeſia, all the Race, — 


Clit, Is Artimeſia then return'd from Athens ? 

Near. To day ſhecomes. Conſtantia's Chariots went 
With all her Court, this Morning to attend her, 

And make her Entrance Pompous thro? the City. 
Whue all the way the People wait in Throngs, 

To ſhout her Welcome, and hehold a Princeſs 

So fam'd thro' Greece, for Beauty, Learning, Vertuc. 

Lycin, She comes in time to ſhare her Father's Fate, 
And give a glorious Period to Revenge 
On Marus, and his Race.——'Tis ſafeſt too, 

Since only Death can end a Woman's Malice. 
There is a noiſy Vengeance in their Tongues 

That mult be huſh*d ; beſides, their Tears are fatal 
A weeping, Beauty arms the pitying World | 
In her Defence, and turns the Cauſe to Glory; 
The Young and Brave will all Revenge the Fair: 

Clit, Yet there's a Woman Greater, more Belay'd, 
The darling of the Times ; whoſe Power and Hate 
Will turn the Storms of Vengeance on our Heads, 
For Theoderus Loſs. Her you may fear, 


— 
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= The Faithful General, - 1 


Since, ſpight of Intereſt, ſne muſt ſtill be ſafe: 5 
Your Love ſecures her Life. 
_ Lycin, No, "tis Ambition. | 

Conſtantia charms but as ſhe's Cæſars Siſter ; | 

Her near Alliance to the Diadem | Ac + 
Adds ſtill a brighter Luſtre to her Eyes. 8 
Tis not that feeble, boyiſh, lambent Fire N 
Of Love, the ſordid and drudgery of Fools; | 

The fancy'd Face, that cheat of Art and Nature, 

+ hat Chains my ſreſtleſs Soul; but Empire, Power, 

the noble Beauties of Imperial Purple. 

Galrring has declared, who weds his Siſter, | 

Shall be his Cæſar Partner of his Throne. | 3 
And where can he beſtow thole laviſh Honours, 

But on the Tat he loves? | 

Near. Moſt ſure he will. 

He filentliy Approves thoſe publick Marks 

Ot Paliion you have ſhown, and all the Arts 

You daily uſe where ere the Princeſs comes, 
To ſhow the Lover, even in his preſence : 
Methinks *tis eaſy to divine your Fate, 
vince, tho? he knows your Purpoſe, he with Smiles 
Anfirms your Hopes, and loads you with new Honours. 
cin. Vet after all the Encouragement he gives, 
never yet preſum'd to make my Claim, 
Or / mention Love. jd 
lit. What cou'd Lycinius fear? 15 
Dein, I know my Birth unequal, | a 
And fear to meet the Scorn of a Refuſal. 
Beſides, 'tis vain while Theodorus lives, | Co, 
His Contract bars my Hopes. | 

Clit. Since he mult dye, | Z 
Why do you linger time ? Fate points you now | . 
he moſt auſpicious Hour. : | | 

Hein. I ſtaid for News „ 
rom Paithia, how my Brother Gallus finds 
he Armies there diſpos'd ; if they are {till 
in Mutiny, and ready to Revolt, 
gase hum full Inſtructions to foment 
heir Diſcontents, and fan 'em to a Blaze, 
hat diſt ant Camp will be a ſafe Retreat 
rom all the Power of Greece. 

Nezr. Our Emperor | 
as usd thoſe ſtubborn Parthians worſe than Slaves. 
And torc'd 'em to Rebel; our Legions there | 
Are factious too, and well diipos'd to joyn 'em. 
| hey hate the race of Aarus, envy all 
{hat vaſt Renown our Army here has gain'd, 

And think themſelves worſe paid and unrewarded. 
What wou'd you more, now Gallus is Lieutenant? 
__LZycin, He wants a Head to guide the Enterprize, 

i all his Actions thoughtleſs, raſh, and daring. 
I's that I fear ; —— He never can proceed 
_\Vnhout ſome wiſer Hand to mark his Way. 
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TE The Faithful General. 
But cou'd he be Advis'd Fo. | 


Clit. He holds his Fortune = 
Dependant on your Power; and therefore knows 
Both Intereſts are the ſame. 

_ Lycin. But ſtill they are 
By different ways Purſu'd ; his Genius is 
To Fight, and mine to Reign. 

Near. Your Pow'r is equal now in Camp and Court. 
Made abſolute in both. Th? Emperor 
Long ſince has plac'd you at the Helm of State ; 

And now commits his Armies to your Care. 
What more can Fate beſtow 2 The firſt of Subjects, 
As well in War, as Peace. = 

Lycin. But ſtill a Subject; 

That better Name for Slaye=—— a Shining Vapour 
Exhal'd from Earth, by the bright Beams of Power, 
The Dread, and Hate of all the Gazing World: 

And Thought of dire Portent. Where, for a while, 
It Threatens, Blazes, Darts its Venom'd Fires; 

But ſoon is caſt back to its Native Duſt, 

The Jeſt, and Scorn of th' all-inſulting Crowd; 
Quench'd by the Fall, and trampl'd to Oblivion. 

Near. You ill compare the Luſtre of your Fortune: 
Not like a Meteor, but a Star you Shine, 

Secure, and fix'd, and from your Glorious Orb 
Diſpence the Fates of all the under World. 

Lycin. Can I be ſafe, while Marus and his Race 
Still live to brave me; ſtrip'd of all their Honours, 
Impriſon'd, doom'd to dye, yet {till they Reign: 

And, like the Soul, are all in every Part. 

Where e're 1 go, thoſe mighty Names are ſounded, 

To grate my Ears; Marus, and Theodorus. 

And ſcarce are mention'd but with Adoration. 

Soldiers, Plebeians, Stateſmen, all Combine 

To Guard their Lives, or to Revenge their Fall. 
There reſts the Danger, ſhou'd we raſhly ſtrike, 

Our Ruin may enſue : | 

Or ſhoud they now eſcape me, 

Occaſion may be loſt, the Wheel may turn. 
And all the future Smiles of Fate be theirs. 

. Clit, Watever Danger may attend the Blow, 

Tis ſafeſt ſtil] to ſtrike. 

Lycin. Yes, tis reſolv'd, 

They all ſhall dye.—But how! — Let that coiploy 
Our niceſt Care. | 

I'll haſten to the City, 

And ſound the Factions there: In the mean time 

Do you deſperſe your Spies in all the Legions, 

And thro? the Palace. — Find what Bent they take, 

What is the common Talk, the Blaſt of Rumour; 

When next we meet inform me. Haſte, my Friends, 

8 with ſpeed; this is no time to loiter. 

The buſy Day is clog'd with deep Deſigns, 
And all the comipg Night is mark d for Blood. 
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Tis fix'd, theſe Roman Conquerors ſhall Dye I | ; 
This Night. — The Method I remit to you. | [Exit. 


The Faithful General, 


Clit. A fatal Truſt, but we're too far Engag'd 


Lo think ofa Retreat: I wiſh it were done, 

And we ſafe landed on ſome diſtant Shore. 

Thou, my Nearchns, haſten to the Preſence: | 
There mark what Face the Friends of Marus wear 
What Court they make, and how they are received: 
"E'will be of uſe. —— The Soldiers be my Task; 
And ſee they move this way in murmuring T hrongs. 


Here I may ſtand conccal'd, and learn the Cauſe 


Thus drays the factions Army to Cabals. 
Haſte to your Charge; for the Day wears apace. 
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At Midnight with his Friends. There all his Plots 


Near. Where ſhall we meet? 
Ci, You know the uſual Place, 
ly Hufe, Zycizins haids a Council there 


Arc torm'd, the Scheme of his Deſigns firſt drawn. 


* 
s 


ail not to come when the firſt Dusk begins. 


2 
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Near. I will obſerve. | . 

Clit. They are here, now to my Poſt. [_Retires. 
Enter Dameratus, Enſign, and Soldiers. 

* 1 Sold, Well, what ſhall we do now, Captain? for by this Honeſt 

ind, PII be torn in pieces, unleſs my old General go, or Prius Theodo- 


%, Or lome that Lovc em, and Love us equal:too, before i Il fignt more. 


8 


1 Enter a Poſt. 
Dam. Now what's the matter? 
* Poſt, Where's the Emperor, pray, Gentlemen? 
Dam. Keep on your way, you cannot Miſs. 
© Poft. I thank you. 


- 1 Sold. Fight! 'tis likely 3 there will be the Sport Boys, when they 


need us: They think t'other Crown will do added to our Fay; that Mo- 
ney will carry us; and the brave Golden Coat of Lycinus, Favorite in 


Ordinary to his Imperial Majeſty : What a Noiſe the Title bears! Tis 


Sound enough to fright the Euemy. No, honeſt brave old Marus, 
we cannot ſo ſoon leave thy Memory, fo ſoon forget thy Goodneſs ; he 
that does, the Scandal and -he Scum of Arms may he be counted. 

© Clit. {| 4{:de. J Still worſe and worſe. 


Dim. You much Rejoice me, now you have hit my meaning. 

I durſt not prefs you, till I found your Spirits continue 

thus. | 

© En{. I'll go teil the Emperor of it. = 

* Cir. { Apart. | You need not, Sir, for will; and your new General too, 
LExit. 


Enter a Second Poſt, 
Dam. No, No, he'll find it ſoon enough, and fear it, 
hen once occaſion comes. Another Packet! 
hence come you Friend? | 
2 Peft. From the Borders, Sir. 
* Dam. What News, Sir, I beſeech you? 
* 2 Poft. Fire and Sword, Gentlemen,; 
The Thracians come, and with a mighty Force, 
Swift as a Tempelt, lay the Country Waſte, 
Burn ng aud Killing all before em. 
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tue Faithful Gmeral. 
© Enſ. Brave Boys Brave News, Boys 
2 Poſt. Either we muſt have preſent Help 
© Enf. Still braver. | 
2 Poſt. Where is the Emperor? 
© 1 Poſt. He's that way. 
2 Poſt. Save ye, Gentlemen. 
© Enſ. We're ſafe enough, I warrant ye. 
© Now the Time's come. | 
© Dam. Ay, now 'tis come indeed; now ſtand firm, Boy?s, 
And let em burn on merrily. | 
* Enſ. This City Byzantium will make a marvellous fine 
© Bonfire, tis old dry Timber, and ſuch Wood has no Fellow 
© For burning. 
Eater Lycinius, and a Page. 
Dam. Here's one has heard it already: 
Room for the General. — 
1 Sold. How pale he looks! and how thoughtful he ſeems ! 
Enſ. Oh dreadful News! | 
Dam. Pr'ythee, peace———He's ſo frighted 
He fees none | 
Lycin. The Thracians come ſo ſoon !—— Juſt nam'd this Morning 
The Greec:an General, and e're the Noon 
Compell'd to Arm ! the Danger is too ſudden, 


And takes me unprepar'd : -I cannot go.— 


W hat Skill have I in Camps? "Twas an ill Choice 

Th' Emperor made, and fatal to us both. 7 
Fortune has Fools enough, rough, harden'd Fools; 
Fools that will dye for Pay, or what's far leſs, 

For Fame—— the fickle Breath of thoughtleſs Crouds. 
Bred up to all the ſofter Arts of Courts, 

My frighted Soul flies from the Sound of War, 

Of Toil, and Death; my ebbing Blood grows Chill 

At but the Thought, and freezes round my Heart. 


If I am ſent for, ſay yon have not ſeen me, 3 [To the Page; 
am not to be found. Vou know your Cue; 
While I digeſt my Thoughts ſome time in Private. Exit. 


| | CT he Soldiers come forward. 
Dam. Didſt ever ſee a Fellow wear ſuch Legible Characters 
Of Cowardice upon his Face, as our Noble General docs ? 
Ernf. The Tokens do moſt manifeſtly appear, — - and therefore 
kept at diſtance for fear of Infection. Here con.cs 
Lord Aventinus, he'll tell us how matters go. — - 
Enter Aventinus haſtily. 
Avent. Oh Soldiers! now the Time of Vengeance comes. 
"Tis as you wiſh; Fears, Jealouſies, and Rage 
Diſtract the Court; and City all in Tumult. 
The frighted Croud proclaim the Name of Marus 
Thro' every Street, and as a God invoke him: 
Call him their Guardian-genius, and Protector. 
While in vile ſcurril Songs, and ſtale Lampoons, 


They Sing aloud the infamous Lycinivs, 


The loſt cinius. For, ſince this Allarm, | 
All Search is vain, he is not to be found; 


6 ne Self Gan 


Stew?'d in his Fears, the ſordid Villain Lie. 
Omnes, Ha, ha, ha. | 
Enſ. He paſs'd this way but now. 
Dam. No matter when, 
Or where.-——But can you hear no News of Marus? 
Avent. Marus, Matario, Theodorus, were 
Brought forth in Triumph to appeaſe the Tumult: 
And at the People's Clamours all releas'd. 
Dam. Oh! *tis well. | 
Danger, like this, can teach *em to be Juſt. | 
Enſ. Oh happy News! is then our General free? 
And ſhall we once more fee him at our Head? 
Greece then is ſafe, and we again ſhall Conquer. 
Avent. The Emperor, urg'd by this Neceſlity, 
gent 1fdorus, who cou'd beit Prevail, 
By all the ſtricteſt Tyes of Sacred Friendſhip, 
To beg the injur'd Marus to forgive | 
The paſt; and to accept his late Commiſſion, 
With double Power and Honour. gut in vain. 
Nor Prayers, nor Tears, from him his Soul beſt Loves, 
Cou'd* ſhake his fix'd Reſolves: He only anſwer'd 
His Vow was paſt, which he was Bound to keep; 
But wou'd not ceaſe ſtill to Implore the Gods 
To Guard his Prince, and crown his Arms with Conqueſt; 
Dam. *Tis true, his Vow is paſt, and ſo is ours, 
Never to Fight without him. 
Enf. Pray, my Lord, 
Where lies our Army ? 
Avent. juſt without the Walls 
They are Encamp'd ; but not a Man will ſtir, 
Or lift a Hand, till Marus comes to lead em. 
Sold. All of a mind, ſtand faſt Boys. 
Omnes. All, All. | 
Dam. What ſays the Court to this ? 
Avent. The Emperor, 
Though in Deſpair, wou'd ſtill excuſe Lycinize, 
But finding none to ſecond thoſe weak Reaſons 
The Cauſe will bear, he turns away in Rage; _ 
Flies from the Throng, and vents his Grief in private. 
Enſ. What Meaſures can he take in this Extream ? 
Avent. His laſt and ſureſt Refuge, is the Princeſs, 
His Siſters Love, the wiſe, the good Conſtantia. = 
Her he conjures by all the mutual Tyes 
Of Blood and Tenderneſs, ſhe wou'd employ 
Her utmoſt Power with Marrs to return. 
Pleas'd with the Change, tho? hopeleſs of Succeſs, 
She yet conſents to go.— And ſee, ſhe's here; 
All hopes of Safety now remains in her : 
tneel all, and joyn with me. po 
| Enter Conſtantia, Attended, 


Aventinus, Dameratus, Enfier and Souldiers met her, and Kneel. 


Avent. Ah beautious Princeſs ! 
To you we Kneel to fave this ſinking Empire; 
+ [1s only you that can reſtore our Marus, 
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And bring him back to Arms; canſt thou Prevail ? 


Die Faithful General. 


And change the Native firmneſs of his Temper. 
"Twas thus, the wiſe Volumnia reſcu'd Rome 
From Voſcian Rage, and calm'd her fiery Martins. 
Triumphant ſhe return'd, while kneeling Crouds, 
With Wreaths of Victory, and Songs of Praiſe, 
Stil'd her the Guardian Goddeſs of the State. 
Conſ. The Emperor Commands, and you Entreat, 

Nor needs there either, at a time like this: 

My Country's Danger wou'd alone prevail, 

And therefore truſt in all my Power can do. 
All means i'll uſe, Tears, Prayers, and Arguments 
Of ſacred Duty, that unbin*d his Vow. 

But if his ſtubborn Soul ſhou'd ſtill Reſiſt, 


If all ſhow'd fail, I know my Death will move him. 


This way is ſure, PI! force him thus to yeild, [ Shows a Dagger. 
And Nobly fall a Sacrifice to Greece, 
Rather than live to ſee to Morrow's Ruins. Exit. 


Omnes. The Gods preſerve your Life. 
Avent. May Greece be ſav d 
At a leſs Price than that; I dread th* Event. 


But ſee the Emperor, do you Retire; | : 

Haſte to the Army, Pll ſoon bring you News 

What Anſwer Marus ſends. | | Exit with the 
Dam. We'll wait you there. | Soldiers. 


Enter the Emperor, a Poſt, Guards, and Attendants. 

Gal. Art thou the laſt Expreſs ? —= What News doſt bring 
© From our Lieutenant ? | 

© Poſt. He is routed, Sir, 
© And all his Forces broken. 

Gal. Then Farewell 
To Hopes, and Fears, I have no more to manage. 
My Ruin is reſolv'd, this is the Period, 
The Criſis of my Fate, and I will paſs it 
Without a Pang, one Struggle of Deſpair. 
My conquering Soul ſhall brave theſe Savage Spoilers 
With that ſerene and awful Majeſty, 
That once of old Rome's Senate ſnow'd the Gauls; 
And, Monarch-like, I'll Triumph in my Fall. 

Enter Iſidorus. 

I hear, my Iſidorus, thou haſt try'd | | 5 22 
Thy Power again, to move thy ſtubborn Friend, | 


Iſid. Succeſsleſs ſtill— all Arguments are vain; 
Tho' deeply mov'd, he yet refus'd to yield; 
Alledg'd his Vow, that ſacred Band of Honour, 
Which not the force of Friendſhip cou'd diſſolve. 
Gal. But Duty to his Prince. 
Iſid. Oh! had 1 told him 
came by your Command, ſo well I know 
His Loyal Soul, he had with Joy obey'd. 
But you were pleas d not to permit me that, 
But ſtrictly charg'd me not to uſe your Name, 
Or Power; nor give him any Cauſe to doubt 


That I was ſent by 70u.— D _ 
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The Faithful General. 
And, tho' your Life and Empire were at Stake 
1 muſt obſerve the Secret of your Will; = 
Nor ought to queſtion the Myſterious Reaſon. 

Gal. The Reaſon's plain, my baughty Soul diſdain'd 
To court a Subject, tho' to fave my Crown. 
*T was a hard ſtruggle, but the publick Safety 
At laſt prevail'd, and I was forc'd to yield, 
And by my Siſter ſend him my Command, 
\Which it he now obcy”>. | 

Avent. His Loyalty 
Still gives us Hopes. — — 

Gal. "Tis ſcarcely poſſible, 
After his Vow, and my continu'd Anger. 
Therefore no more; my Soul is fix'd on Death, 
Nor will be flatter'd with another Thought. 
Haſte Acentinus, ſummon all the Guards, 
And all the City Forces; if they'll ſtand 
Firm to my tide, x Will give a better turn, 
A nobler form to Fate, to dye in Arms; 
For me an Emperor, and born a Roman. 
I'll grace my Story with a glorious Period, 
And thus redeem the Errors of the paſt. 


What mean theſe Shouts? 

Avent. Oh fee the Princeſs comes, 
And with her Marus. 

Gal. Marus ſay'ſt thou! where? 
Tis he; by ſacred Loyalty he comes. 3 

Enter Conſtantia, and Marus. 

Oh unexpected Change ! Oh happy News 
For all the Eaſt ! my Dear Conſtantia, Welcome, 
Now doubly Welcome; Greece will ſure Decree thee 
Statues and Triumphs for the glorious Conqueſt. 


Riſe, Riſe, my Soldier, and accept my Thanks, 
For this unequal'd Proof of Love, and Duty. | 
inſtruct me how I may Attone for all 
Thy Suff'rings paſt, thy Toils, and Services 
Whate're my Pow'r can give thou may'ſt demand, 
u recompence of ſuch exalted Vertue. 

Har. My Lord, my Emperor, my Royal Maſter, 
Uhis Goodneſs has o're paid my Service paſt, 
And all that are to come.——To ſee you thus 
Thus Bleſs me with your Smiles, the awful Face 
Of Majeſty nnveil'd ; Serene, and Bright, 
And turn its Beams on my abandon'd Head. | 
Howe*re the Cauſe may make the Bleſſing leſs, 
"Irs yet enough for me thus to behold you; 
Thus oh my. Knees, your poor old happy Man, 
Adorcs the Gods, for this Auſpicious Change. 
the thought o'reflows my Eyes with Tides of Joy, 
And melts my Soul to Woman. — 

Conf. Mine relents, | 
ich Vertue wou'd 1nſpire.ev'n Savage Breaſts 
With Tenderneis; and-tame em into Wonder. 


* 


[To Marus who Kncels. 


LMiping his Eyes, 


Lid. 
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Our Emperor's Name we like a Charm will uſe 


| The Faithful General. 

Jfd. Still as he talks, I feel my Eyes grow full: 
Already I have caught the ſoft Infection: 

Gal. Oh all ye Gods ! was ever Faith like thine ? 
Thy Vertue ſhines too Bright, it ſets my Guilt - 
Full in my View, the conſcious Bluſhes riſe, 

And I am loſt in Shame. Turn, turn the Theam 

To ſomething I can bear.—Tell me what Power 

Cou'd charm thee hither ? Change thy angry Purpoſe, 
And looſe the Band of Vows. 

Mar. Your ſacred Will; | 

The force of your Command, the only Power 

That can abſolve a Vow, the firſt of Ties 

Is to my Prince, the firſt of Oaths Allegiance, 

To keep a ſecond, when oppoſs'd to that, 

Is blackeſt Perjury, whate' re Diſtinctions 

The Cobweb Sophiſtry of School-men make, 

To varniſh o're ſucceſsful Villany, | 
And ſanctify Rebellion. | 
Sal. Still the ſame; | 

In ſpite of all thy Wrongs, thou ſtill art Marus. 

Mar. But why do we thus loſe the preſent Hour, 

When Time's ſo precious ? Let us e to Arms; 

Haſte to redeem the Fault, caus'd by my Tranſport: 

To ſee my Prince, thus to neglect his Safety. 

Gal. Go then, my Soldier, glad Preſages fill 
My lab'ring Breaſt, a promis'd Victory: 

Freſh Wreaths of Glory ſhall adorn thy Brow, 

And thou once more ſhalt fix my ſhaken Throne. 

Conſ. The Gods confirm the ſacred Augury. 

Mar. Away, my Friends, to Horſe, bring forth my Armour. 
The God of War inſpires my eager Breaſt 
With double Fire, as if my Youth renew'd. 

Where lyes the Foes, my Lord ? 

Gal. Some few Leagues off, 

And may be here before to Morrow's Dawn. 

Mar. But is the Army ready? | 

Gal. All Encamp'd _ | | 
Without the City-Wall, prepar'd to March. 

Mar. Permit me thus once more to pay my Homage 
And feal the Promiſe of your reſcu'd Throne. | 

Now ſhou'd I fail, when Bleſs'd with Cæſar's Smiles, 

May all my blaſted Laurels fall to Duſt, . 

And black Diſhonor brand my ſpotleſs Fame. 

No, tis reſolv'd we will o'recome or dye. 


To ſteel our Arms, and edge our Conquering Swords. 
The Soldiers Eccho, and the Shout of War; 


The Word ſhall be Galerius, Death or Conqueſt. N 

Gal. May Fortune wait thy Arms. 5 | as 
Oh my Conſoantia J LExit Mar. followed by Aventinus and Iſidorus. 4" 
How vaſt a Debt 1 owe thy timely Care 6 ö 


My Life, my Glory, and my Empire's Peace 

Are now ſecure, and Ruin is no more. 
The Sword of Archas is invincible; 
| D 2. 


20 De Faithful General. 
And 1 already taſte the Joys of Conqueſt. + 
Enter Lycinius. 
Ha! my Lycinius! art thou too return'd ? 
Where haſt thou been, my Friend? 
Lycia. | fled the Rage | 
Of the tumultuous People. ——As I] went 
{ aſt to the City, thrice they drove me back: 
Soldiers, Mechanicks, Slaves in huddl'd Crouds, 
Oppos'd my way, and threaten'd me with Death. , While the Emperor and 


Which I had ſuffer'd, had not AMlarus come; Lycinius are ſpeaking, 

Marus, and Theoderus, at whoſe ſight Enter Theodorus and 

Their Rage was drown'd in Shouts of noiſy Joy. Artimeſia he leads her to 
Gal. And therefore you Retir'd ? : the Princeſs, and Bows. 


Lycian. I fear'd th? Effect. 
hat my unwelcome Sight might ſtill endanger 
What I more valued than ten thouſand Lives, 
Your ſacred Perſon ; and increaſe the Storm, 
The threatned wrack of State. 
Gal. Thy Reaſon's juſt, _ 
Nor had'it thou Power to ſerve me by thy ſtay, 
TH Army wou'd not fight; the People hate thee. 
Thy Preſence had but haſten'd on my Ruin, 
Which thou thus kindly wou@ſt prevent by abſence, 
Conf. Poor blinded Prince! to uſe ſuch little Arts 
To fave a Coward's credit. [Aſide to Theodorus 
Theo. Mark his Anſwer. | [To her. 
Lycin. But had the cruel Gods decreed your Fall, 
Then your Lycinius had been firſt to ſhare it. 
This faithful Breait had bulwark'd you a while, 
Retriev'd the Death your Foes deſign'd for you, 
And brav'd their Rage as log as Nature cou'd. 
Then pleas'd, and proud, of that Illuſtrious Fate, 
Dy'd at your Feet, and clear'd my cenſur'd Honour. 
Theo. Smooth, fawning Sycophant ! | 
Gal. Oh my Lycinus ! 
Thou beſt of Friends ! come to thy Prince's Boſom ; 
There Triumph ore the Malice of thy Foes, 
And ſhare my Heart, and Empire. 
Theo. Hold him faſt. | 
Ha! cloſer yet ! — Gods! who that has a Soul, 
Can bear to ſce a Villain fo Embrac'd ? 
| Emperor to an Attendant. 


Haſte to the Temple, bid the Prieſts prepare 


A Sacrifice, to Praiſe the bounteous Gods, 

Hor all the Wonders of this ſudden Change; 

This dawn of Peace, and earneſt of our Safety. 
[Conſtantia es Artimeſia by rhe Hand, and preſents her to the Emperor: 

She offers ro Kue, he raiſes her, aud looks fixedly upon her, while Conſtantia Spe abs. J 
Co/. The Gods in this have wrought a greater Wonder; | 

Behold the Beautious Artimeſia here, | 

She that amidſt the Grandeurs of her Birth, 

Her Father, firſt of all our Eaſtern Princes, 

Next the Imperial Line; ſo great in Power, 

ri: ſcem'd the Lord of Cres; diſpis'd it all, 


— — 


The Faithful General. 
And fled the ſoft Contagion of a Court. 
At Athens liv'd in learned Solitude; 
Charm'd with the peaceful Joys of Books and Knowledge. 
Till the turn part of Fortune brought her back | 
To bear a late in all her Father's Dangers , 
In his Diſgrace, Confinement, loſs of Fortune. 
His Pomp ſhe ſhun'd, but comes to ſhare his Ruines. 
Gal. What mean the laviſh Gods by all this Bounty * 
Is this that Artimeſia ſo renown'd 
For the ſublimeſt Myſteries of Knowledge? | 
Whom all our Greek Philoſophers prefer 
Before the Daughter of Pythagoras, 
The wiſe Cornelia, or our witty Sappho ? 
Sure *tis the bright Minerua, that aſſumes 
This dazling Form, to guide the darken'd World. 
Her Face, her Mien, her Eyes inſpire an Awe; 
And all confeſs the Deity within. | 
Artim. Can that Plebeian Vice of Flattery 
Aſcend ſo high as an Imperial Breaſt ? 
Are Princes tainted with that Guilt of Slaves, 
Prone to deceive, and ſooth the Wretch they hate? 
To me-tis vain, Lam prepar'd to ſuffer ; 
1 come in of Priſons, Torments, Death; 
Nor are they paſt.— Still my Prophetick Soul 
Foreſhovs a diſmal Scene of Woes to come. 
Tho' 47:75 ſhou'd again return with Conqueſt, 
Again reſtore this Empire's Peace and Glory, 
A Grave or Dungeon mult be his Reward ; 
Since only there his Wrongs can lye forgotten. 
Gal. This Freedom ſhows the Greatneſs of thy Soul, 
A noble Pride, that thus dares queſtion Kings; 
And, like a judging God, arraign their Actions; 
Foredoom the future, and Condemn the paſt. 
Vet Heav'n in pity ſpares repented Crimes, 
Nor marks 'em with Reproaches, when the Soul, 
Like mine, is chang'd; and therefore this Reproof 
Is out*of Seaſon now. But fince it comes 
From thee, I take it well. 
Artim. *Tis juſt you ſhou'd. 
Wou' d you refuſe the injur'd to complain? 
"Tis all our Eaſe, the common Right of Nature, 
When we are hurt to groan and ſeek Relief ; 
None but a Tyrant wou'd reſtrain the Tongue, 
Who dares not hear thoſe Crimes he yet dares practice. 
Avent. Gods! with what dazling Majeſty ſhe ſpeaks ! 
And ſtrikes the Tyrant Dumb with Shame and Wonder. 
Gal. Her beauteous Eyes, ſwift as the Blaze of Lightning, 
Invade my melting Heart ; Reproach'd, and Scorn'd, 
I trembling ſtand and want the Power to anſwer : 
But gaze, and wiſh, and ſicken with Surprize. 
Conſt. He muſes deeply. 
Gal. Tis the ſafer Choice 
To make a ſwift Retreat, than ſtand the Combat 
This light Impreſſion may be ſoon effac'd: 
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Thus unreflecting he might leave us bleſs'd : 
By his Example too the reſt inſpir'd, 


But Oh! What Eaſe can from this Change ariſe ? 
While Clouds of Sorrow ſhade thoſe beauteous Eyes. 


— 
K 


22 the laubhful Genera, 
Some Moments abſence will reſtore that Eaſe, 
Theo. Obſerve his Looks. HW 
Avent. How motionleſs he ſtands. _ | | 
Gal. to them, A ſuddain Miſt o'reſhades my dizzy Eyes, | : 
And a faint Sweat hangs cold upon my Brow. 
My trembling Legs refuſe their linking load, 
And ſcarce have ſtrength to bear me to my Bed. 
Stay thou, my Aventinus, and attend 98 
The Princeſs Arti meſia to the Temple: | 
Lill AMlarus comes, I give her to thy Care. 
Some Moments reſt will ſure reſtore my Health, 
And then l will attend the ſacred Rites. [Ext with Attendants and Guards, 
LAventinus leads out Artimeſia at the other Door. 
Hein. If I divine aright, this ſort of Sickneſs 
Vill not fo caſily be huſh'd to reſt. 
"Tis Love. A ſudden ſtruggle of the Soul; 
I his haughty Woman has ſubdu'd his Heart, | 


And Fate ſupplies new ways to ruine Marus. 


No need of Malice if this Love proceed; 


Her Pride and Virtue will deny his Suit, 


And then ſhe Dies, and all that hated Race. 


| What Rage to cruel as a Love deſpis'd? 7 


The Gods have doom'd our conquering Hero's Fall, 
And thus Eſtabliſh'd my unrival'd pow. LExit after the Emperor. 
Maneat Conſtantia and Theodorus. 
Theo. Penſive and ſad the Emperor appears; ; 2 


His gloomy Brow the Marks of Anguiſh bears, 
Which ſeems to riſe from more than publick Cares. 


The Gods in pity to our Woes create 
This ſudden Paſſion, to ſurmouat his Hate. 
That loſt in Grief, and with new Cares oppreſs'd, 


Th? officious Spies and Guards are all retir'd. 


Ah lovely Princeſs ! Fate this time allows 
To mutual Love; and to renew our Vows. 
Let Love reward your Suff'ring Lover's Toils, 
And this Auſpicious Hour be crown'd with Smiles. 
Conſt. Fate in this Change new cauſe of Grief prepares, 
And dooms my Hero to ſucceſſive Wars. 


She does thy Youth with glorious Trials prove; 


Gives a great Soul, and gives it room to move. 
Since firit thy Father has our Armies led, 
Thro' all the Eaſtern World his Conqueſts ſpread. 
His Arms the Ancient Fame of Greece reſtore ; 
And the remoteſt Nations dread his Pow'r. 
With him thou haſt thy Race of Glory run, 
And art already foremoſt in Renown. 

With vaſt applauſe each Deed of thine is told, 
And the young Hero's Fame obſcures the old. 
But Oh! how ſoon did that Applauſe create 

he Subiets Envy, and the Prince's Hate! 


The 


The Faithful Genaral.” 


The Gods a noble Ruin have prepar'd, 
And made thee great in War, beyond reward : 
Death or Diſgrace thoſe Subjects ſhall receive, 


That dare to merit more than Kings can give. -| 
Theo. In Courts they ſafer ways to Honour prove, 2 . { 
Nor can Succeſs in War their Envy move; . 
Who fear no Rivals, but in Power, and Love. . | 


The Greecian Princes round my Life purſue; 
And all oppoſe me in my Claim to you. | 
Yet nobly theſe the right of Arms afford, - | F 
And dare with Honour meet a Rivals Sword. 1 
But Oh ! what Anguiſh does the thought Create ! 
I from Lycimius muff receive my Fate | 
And tamely fall beneath a Coward's Hate. 

Conſ. To ſhun that Fate you muſt no means Refuſe 
Of ſafety, that you can with Honour chuſe. 
This War once ended, from the Court retire; 
The Syrian Armies your Command require. 
The Sword of Marus did that Crown ſubdue, 
And in return my Father gave it you. | 
There goe. And by ſo juſt a Claim of Power, | 
Your Life, and Glory, from your Foes ſecure. 
Theo. Shou'd all their Malice, Wit, and Power Combige, : 


Were Fate aſſiſtant to their black Deſign, 

Yet I ſhou'd fuffer leſs than you Enjoyn. 

Death wou'd an eaſy thoughtleſs parting give; 

But who that Loves like me, can part and live ? 

No, Il ſtill keep my Happineſs in view, 

And ſhou'd our Foes their Cruelty purſue ; 

T will be my Glory then to dye for you. 

But Oh! how doubly wretched I appear, 

While you a part in all my Suff rings bear. 

Too kindly Cruel: No my Soul endures 

No other Wounds, but what I cauſe to yours. 
Conſ. In all thy Tryumphs, all thy Victories, 

The Glory ſtill was offer d to my Eyes. 

Still at my Feet thy Spoils and Laurels lay, 

There captive Kings muſt firſt their Homage pay. 

Since in good Fate, thou didſt ſuch Love reveal, 

I. have an equal right to ſhare the ill. 

With thee thro' Flames, and Racks to Death i'll go, 

Pleas'd with that ſad Society of Woe. | : 

This noble Pride we'll in our Suffrings take, 

That both are wretched for each others ſake. 

Theo. Ah generouſs-Princeſs ! whoſe exalted Mind, 

Such Cauſe of Triumph in Deſpair can find. 

My Soul is by thy bright Example led, + 155 

You mark the Tracks of Glory I ſhou'd tread. | 

All thought of eaſe by Death I now refign, 

Since Love has made my Life the date of thine: 

Let angry Fortune ſtill her Malice ſhow. 

And change to all Varieties of Woe : 

May every Moment in new Sorrows walte, 

Dill future Evils ſhall ſurmount the palit-. 


24 The Faithful General, 

Still I will live ; thy Abſence and thy Hate, 

Are all th' Exemptions that I ask from Fate. 

Thoſe Lovers did Immortal Honours gain, 

That poorly ran to Death to eaſe their Pain; 

A nobler Proof of Fortitude I'll give, 

And in a deep Deſpair endure to Live. | 
Conſt. Oh! hear! [Weeps. Trumpets Call. Loud Shouts, 
Theo. That glorious Summons I'll obey ; 

The Voice of Honour chides my guilty ſtay. 

The Soldiers to the Hippodrome repair; 

And theſe loud Shouts proclaim my Father there. 

Farewell my Princeſs. = 75 
Conſt. Oh ! my tortur'd Heart! 

"Tis caker far to Dye, than thus to part. 

If I the pains of Abſence cou'd endure ; 

"Twas.when that Abſence wou'd thy Life ſecure. 

For this to Syria I propos'd thy Flight, a . 

Since there thou art to Reign and not to Fight. [Weeps. 

Theo, In War I {Hill ſhall new occaſions meet 

To offer nobler Trophies at thy Feet: 

And all the Glory that my Arms purſue, 

is only that I may be leſs unworthy you. 

Co:jt. What Charm has Fame and conquer'd Crowns to me? 

All my Anbition terminates in thee. | 

With Three from Thrones to Deſarts I'll remove; 2 


There in'a Shade the Life of Gods we'll prove, 
Bleſt with eternal Peace, and mutual Love. 
For ever loſt in pathleſs Wilds we'll ſtray, 
And far from Sounds(of Glory chuſe our way. 

Theo. That lazy Eaſe the Charm of Love deitroys : 
'Tis Danger that enrfobles all our Joys. 
When dull and languid grown, the Breath of Fame 
Fanns off the Droſs, and elevates the Flame. 
Renown and Courage does our Bliſs prepare; 
The Brave are ever favour'd by the Fair. | | Trumpets, 
Again the Trumpets call. Oh! ceaſe to mourn ; 
Safe and Victorious I'll at Night return. 
Both Armies for the Fight with ſpeed provide, 
And will tlits Day the Fate of Greece decide. 
Our Toils and Dangers e're the Dusk ſhall end; 

And with the Sun we will to Reſt deſcend. 
Once more farewell, my Love. 

Conf. One Moment ſtay ; 

have a thoufand tender things to ſay. | 
If in the Fight you too much Ardour find. 2 


Think on that ſuff ring half you leave behind; 
Remember we in Life or Death are joyn'd. | 
How oft we both in ſacred Forms have Swore, 
That when one Dies, the other is no more. 4. 
If then 'm doom'd the loſs of thee to know, . 
And the firſt Rage of Grief fnou'd prove too flow, 
Tais Hand ſhall nobly Ratify my Vow. 
Theo. No Claim of Honour can that Forfeit take, 


Since Vows like thoſe thou haſt no right to make. : 
3 CER: Tia -What 


Tue Faithful ſicneral. 
What Wound ſoe're the Hand of Fate may giye, 
The Publick Int'reſt binds thee ſtill to live. 
Greece muſt not thus her ſhare in thee reſign, 

The laſt Remains of her Imperial Line. Dh 
Far from thy Soul all Thoughts of Death remove, : | 


Ighere ſoft Deſires, and gentle Wiſhes prove, 


And all the Joys that Crown a meeting Love. _ 
By Conqueſt I'll my angry Prince attone, + 
And bribe his Favour with a reſcu'd Throne. 
You weep, nor can I force my ſelf away; 
But thus Inglorious ſhall for ever ſtay. . - 
Canſt thou not yet one kind Farewell afford 
Conſ. Oh! ſpare my Soul the Anguiſh of that Word. 
The Thought of parting drives me to Deſpair, 
But when thy Abſence does with Danger ſhare, 8 
Both are too much for Love like mine to bear. 
| Theo. Oh! how ſhall I my Gratitude Expreſs, 
For thoſe dear Proofs of Love, and Tenderneſs ? 
My Heart, my Life, my future Hopes I owe; YJ_ GG, 
vet theſe, alaſs! no juſt Diſtinction ſhow, . | tba 
The conſtant Theme of every Lovers voc. Kxeels. 
For all this boundleſs Debt my Thanks recei xe 
Too poor a Tribute, had I more to gw % n ,, 
Yet thus the Juſtice of my Will is ſhown," LL 1G 
Since what I cannot Pay, I fairly ow... =, EET. > 
The Gods for this, accept our Sacrifice, 
Pleas'd to behold the grateful Incenſe riſe. _ 
For this the Tribute of our Spice and Gums, 
When from a truly thankful Heart it comes, 
The humble Deities with AA „ 1 =" 
For all the laviſh Stores Almighty Power can give. „ 
| : _ Conſtantia. Sola. | 
Thus drown'd in Grief, I'll to the Gods repair, 
And ſpend the tedious Hours of F — in Prayer. 
Thick Clouds of Incenſe ſhall perfume the Skies, 
And every Altar flame with Sacrifice. | "IN 
| End of the ſecond ACT, 8 


ACT III. . 
SCENE I. Soft Mack“ 


Scene draws and diſopers a Magnificent Temple, in the midſt an Image of Ju- 
piter i Gold, armid with Thunderbolts, ſtanding upon a large Pedeſtal. An 
Altar flaming with Sacrifice. Prieſts. waiting round it, Crown'd with Gold; Cho- 

riſters in white on each ſide in Rows., The Emperor, Conſtantia, Artimeſia, 
Lycinius, Guards, and Attendants. The Emperor gazes fixedly upon Arti- 
meſia, who with Conſtantia Kneels before the Altar, while the Prieſts and Cho- 

" rifters Sing the following Song. 3 5 


H King of Gods! Immortal Jove ! to thee 
Our grateful. Incenſe, ana our Hymns we aſt; 2 
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20 The Faithful General. 
May the tund Spheres with us agree, 1 
May Heaven and Earth joyn Harmony, 

To Sing aloud their Mighty Rulers Praiſe. 


ad * 
+ + Tai 


1. Thy Native Greece, Q Jove! in pity ſpare; 
"ht From Ida's Starry top once more look down, 
oy dread Artillery prepare; : IP; 
Vage with our Foes Celeſtial War, _ 
And with Succeſs thy Greecian Armies Crown. 


When the Song is ended the Emperor comes for mad tothe Fromt of the Stage, fol. 
lowd by Lycinius, jtill gazing back upow Artimelia, who- cantinues Kneeling, 
the Prieſts go from the Altan, and the Scene cloſes. | 


Gal. Supreme Firſt Cauſe ! Eternal Source of being! 
Almighty Jove! why Sleeps thy lazy Thunder? 
If thou art all thy dreaming Prieſthood. teach, 
Original of Pow'r, and Lord of Nature :* 
Thus tamely cou'dſt thou ſee thy Shrines prophan'd ? © 
Thy Altars rob'd of all their Votaries? _ | 
And by a Mortal, an extracted he 3 
Of ſhining Duſt, the Creature of thy Hand? 
The ſacred Victims uninſpected burn; 
No Auguries are heard, no Omens asd 
Of th' Event of Battel; all are fix d 1 
And ſeek their Fate in Artimeſia's Eyes. * 
The gazing Prieſts neglect the Sacrifice, 1 
And with rais'd Hands and thoughtleſs Extaſies,. 
Turn from their Deity and bow to her. 
Fove may accept the Tribute of our Elocks ;. 
Such poor Oblations ſuit our gud Al, +2 | 
While to this new Divinity are offer'd | 135 
Thrones, Empires, Worlds. and. Heccatombs of Hearts, 
Dein. When will this Rapture end.?- . 

Gal. Oh, when indeed! . 1 | 
When will my tortur'd Soul again have reſt? 
Enquire of Tempeſts when, their Rage will, ceaſe... 

Teach Thunder, Winds, and Earthquakes to be ſill, 

A nd caſe-the-ſtormy-Labours-of- the Deep. | 

The various Forms of Horror Nature wears, 

When thoſe rebellious Elements break looſe, 

Lay Kingdoms waite, and toſs the giddy World; 

Are all too weak to forma Metaphor, . 

One faint Reſemblance of the ſtormy Soul, | 

Wien toſs'd with Love, and torn. with. boſome War. 
Lycin. Yet, call the force of Reaſon to your Aid. 


Gal, Tis loſt.— That glorious. Light is quench'd for ever; 


Wo Spark remains to guide me thro? this Maze 

Gf huddPFd- Thought, this Chaos, of the Mind: 

Theſe are the Triumphs of the Tyrant God; 

is thus he ſhows his blind Omnipotence, 

Ia ſpight of Reaſon, Int'reſt, all Conviction, 

He leads us on thus gazing, on our. Ruine, 

And baffles all the Maxims of the Wiſe. 5 

n. You long have fear'd\ th” Ambitious Race of AMarw ; 
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The” Falthful General. 
ore to increaſe their Pow'r, and raiſe their Hopes? 
Gal. Wiſdom, and Thought! I telt thee, Politician, 
zuch cool Adviſe is Nonſenle to a Lover. 
Love is a noble Frenzy, where the Thoughts 
Fleet like the fancy'd Figures in the Clouds, 
Chang'd by each Blaſt to new fantaſtick Forms. 3 
When eer at calmer Intervals I think, | 
Tis. how to gain my Wiſhes, to ſubdue = 
The Hate and Scorn of this imperious Fair. 
Oh teach me that, if thy officious Love 
Wou' d ſtill adviſe, inſtruct me how to conquer; 
Tis now the only Counſel I can bear. 
Lycin. You have it in your Pow to bribe her Heart 
At a reſiſtleſs Price. 1 
Gal. It cannot be. ET es 
Glory forbids the Offer of a Crown; | 
And leſs than that her Vertue will refuſe.—— 
Lycin. What force of Vertue can reſiſt the Charms 
Of Pow'r and Pomp, the Glories of a Ceſar. 
Howe're our humbler Fates may be deſpis d, 
And meet their Frowns; yet all their beautious Sex 
Have a peculiar Tenderneſs for Kings. 
How ſoon a Glance, a Smile, a Word from you 
Is underſtood, and cautiouſly improv'd! 
The greateſt, haughtieſt ſubtleſt of her kind, 
Tho long ſhe may reſiſt, in hopes to raiſe 
The Purchaſe high, and barter for a Crown 
Yet if that fail, and you but ſeem to cool, 
The fear to loſe, will fright her to your Arms. 
Then undiſguis'd the Woman all appears. CLronicaiy. 
She makes you laviſh Grants, —— and will deſcend | 
To eaſe your Pains, at a leſs Price than Empire. 
Gal. No more, ſhe comes, and I muſt prove my Fate: 
Do you retire and wait within my call. 1 
Alone, and Muſing, — talking to her ſelf! 
What ſudden Griefs are theſe that thus diſturb 
Her troubl'd Soul, and cloud her Brow with Frowns ? 
She ſees me not; but blind with gloomy Thought, . 
Talks to the Winds, regardleſs who may hear. 
Enter Artimeſia. 
Artim. Oh! ſacred Solitude, my Infant Choice, . 
The only perfect Joy that Earth can give. 
How bleſs'd was I in my ſerene Retreat 
When Books and Friendſhip ſhar'd the peaceful Hours, 7 
And learned Athens nam d me with Applauſe ! 
My Thoughts were rais'd above thoſe mean Deſires 
That rack the buſie Toilers of the World. 
Not all the Splendor of the gaudy Eaſt, 
Nor Worlds cou'd once debaſe my Soul to Wiſhes: 
Thoſe I deſpis'd, but Ruine brought me back 
To ſeek it in its proper Sphere, a Court. | 
And Oh!. too jure it comes; the greateſt, worſt, - 4 
The ruine of the Mind. Eternal Anguiſh ! | | 
The boaſted firmneſs of my Soul is loſt : 
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My Peace, my Fame, the Glory of my Life, 


28 The Faithful General. 


All, All, for ever loſt.— The Emperor! 3 

That Conquering Tyrant !——Oh ye pitying Gods! . 

Tho" none but you can hear. Tho? all around — 

The facred Ifles are huſn'd, none but the Dead 

Remain in view, the Urns that never blab; 

Yet ſtill my Conſcious Soul reſtrains my Tongue, 

Nor can I Name the Cauſe, but thus with Bluſhes, 

Thick broken Sighs, and ever ſtreaming Tears, 

The beſt Expreſſions Guilt, and Shame can uſe. : 
Gal. Ha! ſure 'tis all a Pream — a meer Illuſion! 
Artim. Was it Imperial Pride, a mean Ambition, 

The noiſy Pomp, the Throng, and empty Sound. 

Of Ceſar's Name, that Charm'd my eaſy Souls? 

Had this been all — ſome Moments cool Reflection, 

Philoſophy, and Thought woud ſoon unbind | 

The gaudy Spell, and ſet my Soul at Reſt. 

But Oh, for this! this ſoft reſiſtleſs Power, 

This ſecret Charm, this Sympathy. of Soul, 

That Wit can ne'er Define, nor Reaſon Conquer; 


No Remedy remains, hut this with Tears, 


And ſecret Groans, to waſte decaying Life, 
And haſten Death; the beſt, the only Cure, 
"Tis that alone can Guard my ſpotleſs Fame, 
And hide this Weakneſs in Eternal Silence. 
Gal. There needs no more, now I may ſeem to Enter. 


[Comes forward to her and Kneels. 


When Beauty weeps, the ſoft Contagion ſpreads : 

And while we gaze, Love melts our wiſhing Eyes. 

What Cauſe of Sorrow can Invade thoſe Charms, 

hat uncontroul'd thus Reign ore all Mankind? 

Unleſs you, like the Afar Conqueror, 

Diſpiſe the bounded Empire of a World, 

And weep for new Creations to enſave. 8 
Artim, The Emperor here, and K neeling at my Feet! 

On ye Immortal Pow'rs ! ſpare my Cantuſion: 

Doom me not to Everlaſting Shame 

At this Inverted Homage. ——lIs it thus, 

Your Scorn punues the hated Race of AZ: us * 

Is this my Fate as I deſcend from him? 

;*10, my ſtruggling Sou} in ſuck a Cauſe 

>hall ſtoop to bear the ioraid Mockery 

And claims a Share in all my Father's Wrong: 
Gal. Forgive you, Heav'n, th' Injuſtice or that Thought; 

Xo, haughty Fair, cou bright Imperious Maid, 


. — 


| By all the Gods, tinis Worſhip is lincere, 


A Triumph £41.44 by your Victorions Eyes; 
we'd by your irowns, this trembling Victim comes 
Frepar d to Blced if you pronounce my Fate; 
Or if your Hate Decrees ite more than Death, 
The ling'ring Torments of a long Deipate, 

i bear 'em all with an unweary'd Zeal; 
Conſtant as Martyr'd Saints amidit their Flames, 
e more | Eurn the more PR ſtill Adore. 


EWeepe... 


De Fathſul General. 
-- Artim, Oh ye Immortal Powers ! can this be true? 
What can I anſwer? How ſhall I refuſe ? 2 
Gal. You pauſe, and I am loſt; — the gath'ring Storms 
Riſe ore your Brow, and I behold my Fate. | 
Yet ere the Sentence of my Death is paſt, 
' Conſider all my laviſh Love can give. 
The Power, and Riches of the ſhining Eaſt, 
The better half of the divided Globe, 
Thus, with its Ford, is offer'd at your Feet; 
If Power can Charm, Rule me, and Rule my Empire; 
All the return I demand is Love. N : 
Artim. No, you debate the Value of a- Heart, 
To think I'd poorly barter it for Crowns. 
*Tis cheaply ſet at that Inglorious Price, 
And I diſdain the Offer; only Love, 
A generous Paſſion, free from all Deſigns, 
On Vertue rais'd, and juſtify'd by Honour, 
That for its ſelf alone, may claim Returns: 
Nor needs to bribe, but nobly merits Hearts. 
Gal. Far be the Guilt of ſuch Preſumption from me; 
| Zeal may as well be ſaid to bribe the Gods, 
And purchaſe Heaven with Sacrifice and Praiſe, 
The worthleſs Tribute of a Hymn or Victim; 
As if immortal Joys were to be bought, 
And at a Price, ſo poor as Earth can give. 
Were J Supream ore all the Powers of Nature, 
Next under Jove the Ruler of the Skies: | 
Tho? every Star were pregnant with a World, 
But for ane hour,. —one Moments Bliſs with thee, 
Id give it all, and think it vaſt Exchange, 

Artim. No more, my Lord; theſe little Arts of Courtſhip ' 
Are now known io Vain, Age and Girles can ſcorn*em ; 
The conſtant Theme to every Face that's new, 

As Words of courſe they're heard without Attention. 

Yet tho? the Cheat's ſo groſs, it ſtill wou'd paſs: 

The Idol wou'd be Worſhipp'd for the God. 

ut if your treacherous Tears, falſe Sighs and Vows 

Betray ſome caſy unexpertenc'd Heart, EG 

To think that gaudy Cloud a Deity ; 

Time ſoon, and Trials ſhow the groſs Deceit, 

The empty Vapour cannot bear a Storm, 

Fleets with the Winds, or vaniſhes to Air. : 

Gal. What Time or Trial can ſurmount a Flame 

That wou'd forego Life, Empire, Glory, Power, 

The Rights of Birth and Conqueſt, but to gain 

One gentle Word, a Smile, a Look of Pity * _ 

Oh Artimeſia ! cou'd an Age of Torments, | 

Deſpair, and Ruin ſatisfy thy Doubts, ; 
With greedy Joy I'd bear the Glorious Trial. 
Drive me for ever from theſe temperate Climes, 
To the remoteſt Regions of the North ; 

Where never Sun broods o're the hardned Soil, 
But ail is Darkneſs and Eternal Winter: | 
Na Vaice 1s heard around, but ecchoing Roars 


Oc hungry Savages, that rage for Prey; 


Amidſt that Horror I ſhould fearleſs Live, 
So thou at laſt might*ſt be my bright Reward. . 
No Danger cou'd Invade that ſacred Breaſtz 
Where Artimeſia Reigns, Love wou'd ſupply 
The abſent Sun, and keep me warm for Bliſs; 
Guide my return, and light me to thy Arms. 
Artim. Aſide. Oh! I have heard too much! my treach'rous Heart 
Yields to the Charm, and thinks it all ſincere, 3 | 
he ſoft Effect of undiſſembl'd Paſſion. | 
S641. Or turn me looſe in ſome old ſhatter'd Bark, 
44,4 Looſe to the Fury of the ſtormy Main, 5 | 
#14 "When Winds and Waters wage their loudeſt War, 
And mounting Billows ſeem to quench the Stars. 
Still Love wou'd teach me to deſpiſe the Danger, 
Ev'n in this Form, this blackeſt Maſque of Death; 
So 1 cou'd purchaſe thy Increaſe of Glory, 
Thy Eaſe, or Safety, or what elſe you wiſh 
To Crown your Hopes, and to confirm you Happy; 
d praiſe the Gods for my Auſpicious Ruin. 
To the laſt Bulge, the ſplitting Craſh of Rocks, 
I'd bleſs the Sound, and eccho back my Joy. 
Ariim, Were this but true ! | 
Fal. Oh! Name what Proof you pleaſe, 
e kncel, I beg to know; for ſure I thought, 
lt treacherous Love did not delude my Ears 
With a Miſconſtru'd Sound; it ſeem'd at leaſt, 
+. As if you kindly wiſn d your Doubts reſolvd d; 
Twas with a ſofter Emphaſis you ſpoke, 
Four Brow grows ſmoother, and a dawn of Pity 
0 Shines in your Eyes, and ſweetens every Grace. 
On ſpeak! my Goddeſs am I not deceiv'd ? 
Confirm my Joys, and Charm me into Rapture. 
Artim. My Soul diſdains that little Artifice 
That Cuſtom has impos'd on all our Sex: 
The ſtndy'd Coyneſs, and diſſembl'd Rage, 
Are but the Name of Love; when in their Hearts, 
4 Cloſcin their inmoſt Thoughts, they hug the Traytor, 
1% And feel his ferceſt Fires: But for thoſe Minds 
That Act by higher Principles than Fame, 
That follow Vertue only for her ſelf, 
And ſeek no Recompence but from the Gods; 
For theſe they will admit no fecret Thought, 
No Wiſtbunt what may be indulg'd with Honour. 
it Love ſubdues their Heart, the Flame's refin'd 
From all its Droſs, and pure as Veſtal Fires: 
i The Union of the Soul, like Spirits Joys, 
Immortal, Chaſt, where Bodies have no ſhare. 
40 Gal. Leave to the ſullen Stoick that Idea, 
| That dull Platonick Notion of Deſire. 
hen worn with Age, and paſt the Sence of Pleaſure, 
To tence off Scorn, they broach thoſe froſty Morals ; 
. 474 hat's Neceſhty, wou'd turn te Vertue. 


[tn a ſoſt Accent Schung. 
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Nor human Foot e're prints the Pathleſs Wilds. | | | | = 


of 0 3 The Faithful General. 
Such Precepts ill become that lovely Mouth. | 
And Oh ! my wiſhing Soul with Rapture feels. 
More Pow'rful Inſpirations from we Eyes, 
And better ſuited to our Vouth and Love. 
The Gods, and bright Occaſion, point us now- 
The ſoft Auſpicious Hour; they charge thee too 
By all the Charms of Mercy, their moſt darling Attribute, 
Nov to Prononnce my Doom, and ſpare my Soul 
This ling'ring Death, the Racks of Expectation. 
Oh ! ſpeak; thus Proftrate I attend my Fate, 
To Live, or Dye, as your next Breath decrees. 
Artim. No more, my Lord,; all you can ſay is Vain, 
You ask a Heart that is not mine to give: a 
There's a Superior Power muſt Rule my Choice, 
By all the Claims of Duty, Reaſon, Honour; 
My Father. | | 
Gal. Ha! that inauſpicious Name | 
Affrights the Infant God, and damps his Fires. 
Parents! the Clog of Vouth, and curſe of Nature! 2 
No Love was ever Bleſs'd where they re concern d. 1 
Age makes em Peeviſh, Poſlitive, and Proud; | 
And thro a vicious Conſciouſneſs of Youth, 
Their gloomy Souls are full of black Suſpicions. 
In Envy to the Young, they ſtill condemn 
The preſent Age, and ever Praiſe the paſt; 
And think that all that bear the awful Marks 
And Characters of Time muſt paſs for Wiſe.. 
No; let me linger Ages out in Torments, | 
May all the Pains be doubl'd on my Soul Sh 2 
Which now I feel, Deſpair and fierce Deſire, - 
Rather then ſtoop to court Imperious Age, 
And flatter for a dull Precarious Bliſs, 
Poſſeſsd with leave, and palPd: with Forms of Duty- 
My Power extends beyond the narrow Rules, 
And I diſdain the Motion. 35 bs 
Artim. Oh ! "tis well.... To 
I find you do. This ſudden Change to Rage 
At but the Name of Archas has convinced me, 
Howe're the Times are chang'd, thou art the ſame, 
Galerius ſtill; that proud, ungrateful Prince; —_ 
Thy Hate the ſame.— But know, not all thy Crowns, 
Nor Worlds, nor mightier Love, ſhou'd bribe my Choice, 
To mount a Throne till Manus Hand ſhall Guide me. 
Gal. Thrones are the hardeſt, moſt unſteady Seats, 
Where weary Greatneſs never reſts ſecure. 
Th'Aſcent's ſo high, that all — — are needful 
To climb that fatal Precipice of Glory. 
But what is this to Love? Thoſe ſafer Joys 
Are full oppoſsd to Power. The peaceful God. 
Flies from the buſy Throng, Imperial Cares, 
The Toils of State, and Dangers of a Crown. 
In ſome dark diſtant Gloom, ſome Sylvian Shade, 
Or Summer Bow'rs, the Zephyrs flow'ry Courts, 
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The Faithful Two 


A Temple worthy his Myſterious Rites... 


find his purpoſe now. 
Gal. Haſte then, my Fair, 

The gaudy Minutes beckon as they fly, | 

And point us to our Joys; the paſt reprove 
This fruitleſs Waſte, and bid thee-uſe the pieſent. 


[ 


All call at once. 
Artim. Oh give me Patience, Gods! 


Be made the Sport, the Weather of the Brow ? 
Urge not my Temper with that Air of Scorn, 
Nor talk no more of Patience; *tis a Word 

Ill ſuits the gift of an Imperial Heart. | 
Love when diſpisd converts to deepeſt Hate, 


Artivs, An Emperor ! the Lord of half Mankind, 
And thus deſcend to Threats ! *tis Mean, and Poor, 
Ihe Impotence of Rage, thus heard with Scorn, 

By Souls reſolv'd like mine. Still PU provoke 
Thy menac'd Hate, and all thy Power can do. 
Death is the worſt can come, and that's my Choice. 

Vo wou'd not Dye to gain Immortal Fame, 

*ro have chaſt Vir — yearly Sing my Praiſe, 
And with their Off crings load my hallow'd Tomb ? 
With Envious Tears they'll tell my Tragick Story, 
And wiſh the Doom were theirs. . - 

Gal. How vain are theſe , 

Fantaſtick Dreams of Glory in the Grave? 

What blaſt of Fame can pierce thoſe ſilent Vaults, - 

And wake the drouſy Dead to Sence of Pleaſure ? 
Darkneſs and pale Deformity ore ſpreads i 

The mould'ring Clay; and when ' tis hid from hight, 
And a few noiſy Days of Rumour paſt; : 

The Name, and Story ſinks in dark Oblivion. 

Love is the only perfect Good below, mn Rd 
And Youth the Time.—t1ll, ſtill ſhe turns away; 1 
And with new Terror arms her beauteous 5 5 


And yet be doom'd to Love:: 


The injur'd God diſclaims the guilty. Conqueſt, 

And flies the Imputation of ſuch Crimes. 

This purpos'd Wrong has cancell'd all the- Ties | 

Of Duty and Reſpect. Wert thou a God 

Pd quit Immortal Joys, 27.863 


To know the Power you ſcornz while I deſcend | * 
For what by Sovereign Right may Commiand,: PN 


Artim. Oh! I am loſt -- betray d !---Shame ! -—Death 


Gods! can I tamely bear to be deſpisd, 40 9H 


Artim. Oh! let not Love be Nam'd. 8 „ 


92e ra 2 


Nor talk no more. Ame, Nature, Youth, and Love, 


And Hate, when joyn'd with Power, proves ever Fatal. 


* — 


Mitte 


Renouncethy Heaven, and chuſe Etertia? Dadenely"' 1 
The Regions of Deſpair, end endleſs Hofror ;: 05 
Jo ſhun the danger of a Repetition.” Si . 
* Gal. Stay, Madam; e're we part you better onght+ 


To Court, and Fawn, tis juſt vou ſnhon d Diſpiſe me; tas 1. 
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| LI Fury turns came 
Gal. Ha! what again in Frowns? Muſt then my Love 


& going. 


And ſeize by Force. In view of Gods, and Men, 
Pl ravage all thy Charms, be cheaply Bleſs'd, 
And ride Triumphaat o're thy Conquer'd Pride. 
Boaſt every Pleaſure, publiſh all the Story, 

And laugh to hear thee Rave, and fee thee Weep. 

Artim. Remember, MMarns.——— - - 

Gal. Ha! what means that Caution? | 
Why that inſulting Air, that proud Aſſurande? 
Think'ſt thou to awe me with a Subject's Name ? 
A Poor neglected Roman, born my Vaſlal ; | 
He, and his Race, Hereditary Slaves. —-- 
Pm Eccho thy Advice, remember Marus ; 

And after that bluſh at thy vain Preſumption, 
That thus woud'ſt ſoil the Honour of thy Prince: 
Stain all his Race with this inglorious Mixture : 
And offer at a Throne. Oh, all ye Gods! 
Yet I am pleas d to find this Artimeſia, , © 
The Wonder of Mankind, and Boaſt of Athens, 
Is like the reſt, a weak defigning Woman ; 

_ Has all the Faults, and Follies of her Sex, 

Their obvious Cunning, and their ſhallow Plots, 
Thoſe Arts by which they teach us to diſpiſe 'em. 
That chaſtly thus at firſt will ſeem ta ſcorn | 
The Heart of Cæſar, without Cæſars Throne; 
Thus ſtill to urge us on till 2 W 
Their beſt!Excuſe, the Wiſh of Womankind. 


But when the Storm the Noiſe and Roar is paſt, | 


The wanton Syren Dances on the Waves | 
Shows all the Monſter, courts you on to quench 


Her briny Flames, and Glutts you with her — auf! 
1 worthy of thy ſelf! 


Artim. Oh, bravely carry'd 
vet haſt thou done? 
Gal. No more; my Soul diſdains 


This noiſy War of Tongues, this Woman's Combat; 


All the Hypocriſy of Tears, and Cries: 

I know your little Arts, the weak Reſiſtance 

You feebly make, and ſtrive to be o'recome. 

*Fwou'd be your wiſer Choice to go unforc'd ; 

But ſince you ſtill refuſe. 
Artim. Dare not to touch me. 

Stand off, and give me Way——thus I am arm'd 


Againſt thy worſt Attempt.— thus brave thy Pow'r. 


Move but another Step, and thou ſhalt ſee 
Thy envious Maxims, on our Sex confuted. 


Pl ſhow what Courage, Wrongs like theſe Inſpire, 


How far a Woman dares aſſert Honour. 
When you approach I ſtrike. 
Gal. Vain empty Threats, 


Yet hadſt thou Strength and Power, thou haſte the Will; 


Such are the Dictates of thy boaſted Vertue. 

That Dagger well becomes thy lifted Hand, 

Thus aim'd againſt my Life. 

Artim. The Gods forbid ? 5 
No; Guilty as thou art, thy Perſon's Sacred 


33 


LScornt is. 


L Approaches her. 
Lõhews a Dagger. 


34 The Faithful General. 
To every Thought; amidſt this Rage of Grief, 
Theſe Struggles of Deſ pair, and fierce Reſentment, 
All the Redreſs that J intend is Death. 
*Tis ouly thus I dare oppoſe thy will, 
Ard guard me from thy Power : Reſoly'd I ſtand, 
Collected, firm, and ready for the Blow. 
When thou ſhalt come by Imperious Force to ſeize, 
Pll meet thy Arms without the fancy'd Cheat 
of Struggles, Groans, and Cries. I have reſolv'd 
To yield yon all your Love; this outſide Form, 
This Body ſhall be yours. ——Thus 1 reſign it, | 
To be diſpos'd as Love, and you ſhall Pleaſe. CCronically. 
Gal. Hold, I conjure thee, hear me but a Moment; ; [Kneels. 
Thus on my Knees, at awful diſtance too, 
Since my Approach is fatal; thus 1 charm thee. 
By that bright Flame of Glory i in thy Heart, 
By all the Gods, by Honour, FIC 
And ſacred Duty to thy Prince and ather; 
I charge thee Live. Oh yee Immortal Gods! 
Live but a Day ——till Marus ſhall return: 
"Tis all I ask, once more to fee thy Father. = 
Is this too much!. too laviſh a Demand | 7 e 
For Love to grant! e 
Artim, Why doſt thou Name that God, 
And thus Prophane his Pow'r ! if thou ears POOR wi 
My Soul from Death, thou haſt illcthoſe the Means, 
To mention Love, the Reaſon of my Fate. 7 | 
Yet I have thought what Honour Will require; 5 N 
And leaſt the buſy Malice of thy Sex, 3 
Shou'd, in my Death, find Colour for 4 Stander, 8 
And charge the Blow on Raſhneſs' or Surpriſe, * 
Tl bear ſome Hours of Life, ſince what ere Force 
Thy Pow r can uſe, this way I ſhall Eſcape thee: 
[ truſt the Gods, my Father will retnrn- © 
Once more, with all the Glory of a Romun. 
Then thou ſhalt ſee, amidſt the greateſt Joy 
That Earth can give; my Sa fill unchang'd, 
My Triumphs ſhall Eclipſe the Fame of his, | : | 
Ard add a brighter Luſtre to our Story. * [ going again. 
Gul. Oh ſtay! Love has at laſt o recome my Pride. | 
And I confeſs my Guilt, and kneel for Pardon : 
Tis worſe than Death to fee thee part in Frowns, 
Oh Artimeſia! thy continu'd Scorn, : 
My fiery Temper, and the Rage of Love, 
Has urg'd me on beyond the Bounds of Honour. 
heard thy ſoft Com plants, and ſaw thy Tears, 
When firit you enter'd here, —thy Sighs, aud Strugeles 
I bat noble Combate betwixt Love, and Glory: 
Aud therefore thon Rh. 
Artim. Oh! I can hear no more. 
Confuſion / Horror! and Eternal Same? 
C'rewheluis my Soul, this laſt this worſt of Crimes, 
s pait Excuſe, or Pardon. Coudſt thou know 
Ine Debt thou ow it, a Heart till then Unconquer d, 


The Faithful- General. 
Above Ambition, Arts, or mean Deſigns; - - 
A Roman Heart that Lov'd thee for thy ſelf, 
Without a Thought of Cæſar. Oh ye Gods 
Cou'dſt thou return ſo vaſt a Debt as this, 
With vile Contempt, Diſhonour, Infamy, 
$0 Baſe, ſo Poor, my injur'd Soul difdains 
Jo think it back, and fly's the Repetiton ? 
Rage, Death, Deſpair, ſtill muſt I bear thy ſight ? 
Off——Let me go——PII fly the bounds of Nature, 
And plunge the dark Abyſs to loſe the Thought, 
This Sence of Wrongs, and Racks of flighted Love. [Exit Furiouſly, 
Gal. She's gone——perhaps to Death. Ha! why that Pang 
That rends my Soul, and bolts me thro? like Thunder? 
I Tremble at the Thought: Fond, Fooliſh Heart, 
Too late I find thee, now thou canſt not bear it; 
Her Death will prove the certain wayto mine. 
Who waits there? Call Jycinius. EG. . 
Oh my Friend ! | [Enter Lycinius. 
Aſſiſt me with thy Counſels. Love, and Empire, ; 
Thoſe diffrent Int'reſts muſt be reconcil'd. 
But moſt be Love thy care, for Oh! I find 
My Artimeſia's dearer then a Crown. 
Imperial Pomp grows dim, I loath the Toil, 7 
And dream of flow'ry Groves, and purling Streams, 
As if a lazy Calenture had ſeiz d me. 
Soft cool Retreats, a Paradiſe of Pleaſures, 
And lo, amidſt, the Beautious Maid appears, 
Adorn'd with Innocence, and conquering Vertue. 
Loſt to my ſelf, to Glory, and Ambition, 
The being of a Prince; I wou'd retire, 
And in a Shade enjoy ſuch Charms for ever. 
Lycm. Then ſhe is — my Lord, I give you Joy 
Of your new Conqueſt. 
You ſee I know the Sex, *tis as I thought, 
Your Love was well receiv'd. 
Gal. Quite Oppoſite. | 
Thy Maxims all are falſe, thy boaſted Skill 
In Womankind, all loſt in Artimeſia. 
Arnvd with a Dagger ſhe Triumphant ftood, 
Reſolv'd by Death to ſhow how much ſhe ſcorn'd 
My guilty Love: Scarce cou'd my Prayers, and Tears, 
Reſtrain her Hand; not till I Nam'd her Father, g 
That Thought prevail'd to live till his Return. 
But when upon my Knees, with low Submiſſions, 
| offer'd to excuſe the Faults of Love, 
And ſu'd for Pardon; with redoubl'd Rage, 
Swift as a burſting Storm, ſhe glanc'd away, 
And pierc'd me with the worſt of Deaths, Deſpair. 
Lycin. And is this all that proves my Maxims Falſc ? 
this common Art, fo known, and ſo diſpers'd ; 
Whick every ſimple rural Maid can uſe, 
And every Swain can ſcorn. For Artimeſia, 
When Empire was at Stake, this was too Poor, 
Joo ſhallow a Deſign, to force a Rage, " 


— 
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36 Te Faithful General. 
And talk of Death, till better Terms were offer'd. 
Vet if this takes, what need of more Contrivance : 
When once ſhe knows your Love, leave her to manage. 
A Crown's her Aim, and ſhe'll ſecure the Prize 
Before ſhe grants the Bleſſiug. - | | 
Gal. I ſhou'd think | 
Thy Cenſure juſt, on all but Artimeſia. 
Her Vertue ſeems ſo plain, ſo unaffected; 
So truly great, ſo rais'd above Ambition; 
Something Peculiar, Awful, and Divine, 
Compar'd to that, my Crown and Empire's vile; 
And I could Bluſn, to make ſo poor an Off ring. 
Lycin. Well may the Poets feign the God of Love 
A Boy, and Blind, that thus mis-guides the Wile: 
While every Lover forms theſe vain Ideas, 
And thinks his beautious Choice exceeds the relt. 
She's ſomething ſtill peculiar from her Sex, 
And all Divine before ſhe is Enjoy'd. 
Truſt me, my Lord, the Charm is but the ſame 
Which you io oft have try'd, and found a Cheat. 
Oft wonder'd, when your Soul ſo ſoon was chang'd, 
At but the taſte of Bliſs, your Fancy cloy'd, 
The Beauty faded, every Sence grown dull, 
Till by new Objects rais'd to new Deſires. 
Gal. Beauty may by ſurprize Invade a Heart, 
But of its ſelf can ne're ſecure the Conqueſt : 
That outſide Charm laſts only while 'tis new. 
The Empire of a Day, that holds its Pow'r 
Dependant on the various turns of Fancy: 
But Vertue, Honour, and the Charms of Wit, 
Are Objects of the Soul, and raiſe a Flame 
Which is, like that, Immortal. 
Lycin. Try Enjoyment ; 
Theſe Dreams of an Immortal Love will vaniſh, 
When once the Bliſs 1s paſt. 


Gal. Ves, tis reſolv'd. 5 
"ll try as you Adviſe, She ſhall be mine. 
ln ſpight of all her Arts. Upon her Father, 
On all the Race I will Revenge her Scorn. 
This boaſted Roman Vertue ſhall be try'd, 
By all the Gods it ſhall. ——The mighty Afarus, 
His Pow'r too in the Army, all ſhall down, 
All levell'd with the Duſt. Pll make a Ruin 
Shall tame that Stubborn, Proud, Rebellious Sex, 
And awe 'em back to their firſt ſtate of Slaves. 

Lycin. Aſide. This turn is to my Wiſh. . 
This cou'd you do, 1 h | 
T>ud Love permit you to purſue this Purpoſe, . 
hen you ſhou'd fee how Humbly ſhe'd implore, 
With dying Looks, ſoft Sighs, and melting Tears, 
And all the Arts that might revive your Paſſion, 
No Talk of Honour then, no With but Safety, 
Aal to preierye their preſent Pow'r and Greatneſs 3 


[The Emperor walks a turn or two, and then. Speaks, 


The Faithful General. 
Grant em but that, and at what Price you pleaſe. 
Gal. What mean theſe Shouts ? 
| Enter Cliton. 
lit. Oh! mighty Emperor! 
Succeſs and Triumph ſtill attend your Arms, 
And fortune crowns you with freſh Wreaths of Glory. 
Macario waits without, and brings the News, 
The Thracians are o'rethrown, their numerous Body 
Moſt Slain, or Taken, nor can they diſturb 
The Empire's Peace, in many Years to come. 
Gal. Tis but as I expe&; the conſtant Debt 
That Fortune owes my Arms. 
Clit. For this the People | 
Proclaim a Triumph for the General ; 
Deſcribe the Pomp, and with impatient Joy 
Run out to meet him, liſten to his Trumpets, 
And drown their Sound in londer Shouts of Praiſe. 
Gal. This Inſolence wou'd wake the Dead to Vengeance. 
What if he Conquer'd, is he not my Slave? 
The Army mine, the Genius that Inſpir'd it, 
And'Crown'd it with Succeſs, all was my own, 
All owing to my Fortune.——Shall I ſtand: 
Neglected thus, and ſee the Tyde of Hononr* _ | 
Ebb back to him; the Wreath torn from my Brow, 
To deck his Head, and ask him leave to Reign. 
No, to the laſt I will oppoſe his Pow'r, - 
And cruſh his upſtart Pride; for ſtill I hate him, 
Still loath that Safety 1 muſt owe to him, 
Grudge his Renown, and ſicken at his Triumphs. 
LDaycin. Oh! may his Temper hold.—— 
| | Enter Nearchus. : 
Near. The General comes ; ; 
His Trumpets ſpeak-him near the City Gates, 
The Princeſs and the beautious Artimeſia 
Are gone to meet him; while with Olive Crown'd, 
And Branches in their Hands, the People throng 
Around her Chariot, and proclaim her Nuptials, 
With Theodorus, wiſh a Fruitful Hymen, 
And murmur at the paſt, that Cæſar has 
So long delay'd their Joys. 1, 
Gal. Curs'd be the Day : 
On which that fatal Marriage was propos'd. : 
My Father's partial Love aprov'd her Choice, 
And joyn'd their Vows.—But tell thoſe Gods the People, 
That with Omaipotence can level Thrones, 
Unhinge the Globe, and make a ſecond Chaos 
At every giddy Whirle——- That I wou'd chuſe 
The greateſt Curſe, to fall beneath their Pow'r, 
And loſe my Life, and Empire to oppoſe em, 
Rather than live to ſee my Honour ſtainꝰd 


With that abhor'd Alliance. | | 
{ Aſide to them. 


Lycin. Now's the Time | 
To find his Purpoſe ; preſs this Subject Home. 


You have your Cue. : 
| Ne ar > 


8 he Faithful General. 


Near. Some formal grave Mechanick, FV 
The Leader of the Herd, pretends to gueſs : | 
Tho ſecret Cauſe why you refuſe the Marriage; 

And with a wond'rous depth of Policy, 
He names Lycinirs for ſo vaſt.an Honour. 355 

Lycin. to Near. Whate' re the Rabble talk, dar'ſt thou repcat. _ 


Their Inſolence to Ceſar ? 


Gal. Ceaſe thy Rage; 
lm pleas'd they gueſs my Purpoſe, —find. a Cauſe 


For my Revenge, ſome Colour for their Ruine, 
And I'll remove thy Rival. — Truſt my Care: | | 
2 offantia ſhall be Yours. LLycin. Aweets. 
Rite, and no more: | | 
This is no time for Thanks; Marccario waits | 
Too long with ſuch a Meſſage. PII retire 
Till I am more compos'd ; 1 cannot bear 
His noiſy Boaſts, the Pride of his Succeſs ; 
The Conquerors Joy, the Sight of 7. beodoru ; 
Their Welcome back ; the Thanks they will expect: 
All I wou'd ſhun. Do you admit 'em firſt. 
Let it be here. — —Send Cliton to Conduct 'em; 
| will not yet receive *em at the Palace, 
Till thts loud Joy is paſt. Excuſe my Abſence 
Smile ou. the Soldiers, give 'em large Rewards, 
And Bribe their Hearts: Il] ſend you all my Treaſure. 
But let the General ſtand Neglected, Scorn'd. 
{ yield him to your Pow'r. Save but his Life, 
And act as bcit will farther your Deſigns. | 
Lycin. to Cliton. Conduct Maccario in; Ill ſtand his Thunders 
Unmov'd and Calm: My Fortune now is fix d 
Beyond their Pow'r, and I can ſcorn his Malice. 
Near. His haughty Soul, fir'd with Diſdain and Rage, 
Will Storm, and Rave, thus long to walt Admittance z 
And with ſuch glorious News. | 
Lyciz. Still let him Rave, ; 
Since we have Cauſe to Triumph; let bis Curſe 
This Moment's ſay, tnat has confirm'd their Ruine. 
Their Fall | 185 fix'd, the Emperor Decrees it; 
And yields 'em t my Pow'r; nor is there more 
'For Fate to give, the Princeſs and a Throne ! 
Empire and Love! But ſee, Maccario comes; 
That Blunt inſulting Ronian: Em prepar;d 
To give him W elcome. 
Enter Mac ccario and Cliton.. 
Mac. Where's the Emperor? | 
After this long Attendance, thus to "BOY 
1 he Jeſt and Scorn of all the gazing Court, 
I hop'd at laſt I might have leave to ſee him. | 
Lycin. My Lord, you're Welcome back; wol 288 Welcome. 
Offers to Embrace him, he ſtarts back. 
Mac. That's much from thee. ——— But ls not Ceſar here ? 


My Mellage is to him. 
Lycin. Vou've beat the Thraciays, Sir, and fought it Nobiy ; 


Conquer 'd like Romas, and deſerve a 1 riumph ; 


FExit, 


Wou'd 


The Faithful General. 
Wou'd but the Emperor pleaſe. | 
Mac. Ha! Are we Scorn'd ? 
I find thy purpoſe now.— But ſince *tis thee, ' 
My Smiles ſhall ſhow how I deſpiſe thy Malice. 
I heard that Ceſar, as his Cuſtome is, x 
Was walking, here, and came to pay my Duty; 
But ſince he's gone, I'll follow to the Palace. 
* Lycin. Stay, Sir, th' Emperor left me hear to tell you, 
© You cannot ſee him yet; and *tis his Will, 
© Whate're Commiſſion you have brought to him, 
© It ſhou'd be ſent by me. 
© Mac. Is this our Welcome? 
© This our Reward for ſuch a glorious Conqueſt ? : 
© Go, pray for Peace — and bribe the Gods with Off rings: 
© Pray earneſtly the Foe may ne're return: 1 
For if they ſhou'd. — 5 
© Lycia, they muſt be met and fought with. | 
Mac. By whom? by you They mult be met and flatter d. 
I know *tis thy Contrivance thus to {corn us. | 
Now you are ſafe, go ruine all thoſe Fools 
By whom you Live; *tis but what expect; 
Ingratitude is Coward's Policy. | 
When Cæſar was in Danger where wert thou? 
© In what cloſe Corner didſt thou lye conceal'd ? 
* Stewing, and Fainting with thy ſhaking Fears; 
© Bluſh, Coward, Slave, and all the World hiſs at thee. [Exit another way. 
Lycin. Still am I brav'd by this Raſh hot Brain'd Race, 
Affronted, Scorn'd, Gods! Pl no longer bear it; 
*Tis but a breach of Oaths, one ſecret told, 


And my Revenge is perfect. [Pauſes a little. 


Tis reſolv d. 
It's being neceſſary makes it Juſt, 
But hark, by theſe loud Shouts the General comes; 
Now I again am calm. Death ſoon ſhall end 
This noiſy Pomp: This is thy laſt of Conqueſts. 
Enter Marus, Theodorus, Dameratus, Enſign, Souldiers. 
* Lycin. You're Welcome Home, my Lord, now doubly Welcome, 
© Thus Crown'd with Victory; and for your Service, 
© The noble Overthrow you gave the Thracians, 
© The Emperor Salutes you with his Thanks. | 
Mar. Is not the Emperor well? that he ſo ſoon - 
Is gone from hence e're we can pay our Duty. 
* Lycin. He is not much Unhealthy ; 
* Only a little grudging of an Ague, ä 
Which cannot laſt. He has heard, which makes him fearful, 
© The Sickneſs has been ſomewhat hot th Army; 
* Which may perhaps be more of Doubt than Danger; 
© Yet {till we ought to uſe our utmoſt Care. 
Mar. "Tis fit we ſhou'd ;— - 
For tho t ont. rte. 
© (I thank the Gods we never ſtood more Healthy 
© Thro? all the Camp) yet to remove the Cauſe 
© Ot Cz/ars Fear, we'll draw off from the City, 
Aud lodge at farther Diſtance and leſs Danger: 
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46 The Faithful General, 


Theo. No, tis ungrateful, baſe ; 


All like thy ſelf, thou Traytor to thy Country. 


Go, tell thy Maſter I have calld thee Traytor. _ 


Nor can be cheated with that dull Excuſe, ,, 
To think this Uſage Juſt. — Wee no Infection, 
But too much Honeſty, and there thou'rt ſafe ; 
No Danger to a Court, and leſs to thee. 

Oh! that thou wer't but worthy of my Sword. 

But *tis in vain. Thou haſt a Woman's Safety: 


Tis Infamy to ſtrike thee. — Oh ye Gods! 


How my Soul ſwells ! 1 fee] the Tempeſt riſe : 8 
Nor dar'ſt I longer ſtay to be thus urg'd, 


1 
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Can you then blame 
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ea ſt 1 exceed all bounds before my Father. Exit. 


* Lycir. Your Son ſtill holds his Temper, but I ſcorn it; 
Nor will deſcend to Anſwer to his Rage. 

The Emperor, Sir, wou'd have you both Retire 
1o your own Palace for a Day or two. 

In the mean time he'll find ſome fit occaſion 

To give you Thanks. 

* Mar. I ſhall attend his Pleaſure. 

© Dam. Moſt ſure, my Lord, 

Conſidering what we are, and what we've done; 

If not, what need you may have, twou'd be better 
To uſe us with more Kindneſs. | | 


Hen of our Quality. 


When they do nobly, venture for't with Valour : 
em if their Minds a little 

Be ſtir d with Glory; *tis a Pride becomes em: 

A little ſeaſon'd with a juſt Ambition, 


. 


To be reſpected, reckon'd well, and honour'd 


For what they've done; then to come home thus poorly ; 
And met with ſuch unjointed Joy, ſo look*d on, 

So entertain'd, as if I thank you Gentlemen, 

Take that to Drink, had pow'r to pleaſe a Soldier. 
Where are the Shouts, the Triumphs, and the People, 
The Prince -nimfelf. —— | 

Aar. Peace: I perceive your Eye P 
Is 64 upon this Captain for his Freedom; 

You think his Tongue too forward, —*tis confeſs'd, 

As Jam Maſter of the Place I carry, LO 

Tis fit I think ſo too; but were I him, 

No ſtronger Tye upon me, than the Truth, | 

And Tongue to tell it, I ſhou'd ſpeak-as he does: 

And think with Modeſty enough, that thoſe | 

Who for their-Country's Peace, dare hourly march 
Thro' all the Doors of Death, and know the darkeſt : 
When they return with Conqueſt, might deſerve 

Their Prince's Smile, and to be well Receiv'd. 

An outhde of a Welcome at this time, 

Wou'd not have done amiſs.— But ſtill no Breach 

Shall dare appear betwixt me and my Duty. 

I hope, thro' my Example, | 

No Diſcontent in them. Vet! cou'd wiſh 
Taey might, at leaſt, be paid. 


The Faithful General. 
_ © Lycin, I ſtay for Money. . 
All ſhall be doubly Paid, and all Rewarded; 
And any Favour elſe.—— | 
Mar. No, *tis enough: 
© Pll take my Leave, and when the Emperor pleaſe 
* To think me worthy of his Sight. 
* Lycin. Which will be ſoon; 
© I know his good Thoughts to you. 
© Mar. With all Duty, 
And all Humility, I wait his Pleaſure. | 
Enter a Gentleman, and two or three with Money. 
Gent. The Emperor has ſent the Money, Sir. 
* Lycin. Tis well. | | 
© Nearch. How ſoure the Soldiers look 
* Lycin. Is't told? 1 


C 0 


LExit Marus. 


Gent, It is — and for each Man here's double Pay; 
* Beſides to every Rank a rich Reward, 

And Cæſar's Love to all. 

e Enſ. That's worth a. Drachma. 
ycin. You that are Officers ſee it Diſcharg d. 
Why don't you take it up? 

Enſ. "Tis too heavy. | 

O Hercules! J have ſtrain'd my Arm. 

© Lycin. Ha! Dare you then deſpiſe it? 

Enſ. Has your Lordſhip any Dice about you? 
© Sit round, Gentlemen, and come on, Seven for my Share. 
Dam. Do you think 5 OS | 
© This is the end we Fight for ? Can this bribe us 
© To ſuch a ſtupid Tameneſs, that our Service 
Neglected, look?d coldly on, and ſcorn d, 
© With a few empty Words, and this, is righted ? 
© You ſhou'd have us'd us nobly, rais'd our Fame 
With grateful Praiſe; dreſsd in the Spoils we won, 
© Have ſhow'd us to the World; then you had paid us. 
© Then we had ſhin'd as Conquering Soldiers ſhou'd ; 
© Not in this guilded Dirt, but in our Glory. 
© You may take back your Money. 

© Near. This J fear'd. DL "2 

| Lycin. What do you hint at? why do you thus ſcorn 
Your Prince's Bounty? Have you more to ask? 
Speak freely your Demands. 

1 Sold. And fo we Dare; 
We claim a Triumph for our General. 

© Dam. And then ſome Honour ſpecial to his Valour. 

Enſ. That we may be Preferr'd, that have ſerv'd for it; 
© Andcram'd up into Offices amongſt the Worſhipful : At 
© Leaſt upon the City's Charge made Drunk for one 
© Whole Year ; we have done Ten Years Service in this one 
© Action. 
© That Mine or Thine be nothing ; all things in common, and catch 
& As catch may be proclaimd. That when we Borrow, 
© And have no will to Pay again, no Law lay hold of 
Us, nor no Court controul us. | 
* Lycin, This is Diſobedience. _ 
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42 The Faithful General, ONS 
Enſ. Eight Pence a Day, Boys, and hard Bess 
* Dam. Troop off, Gentlemen; 
Some Coin and Credit we have left us ſtill;; 
And had we neither, we wou'd chuſe to ſtarve, 
Rather than baſely ſell our GeneraPs Worth 
For glitrering Traſh.—— 
* Enſ. Now every one to their old Occupations again. 
By your leave, Lord. LExeunt all the Soldicis. 
Lycinins to Nearchus and thoſe that 1 the Money. 
Lycin. Bear back the Money to the Emperor, [Ext Near. and thoſe 
And tell him they refuſe it. Now my. Plot with the Mone y. 
Is Ripe z there needs no more to ruine Marus. | 
*Tis but to prove he has a ſecret Treaſure, 
And then of courſe it will be thought he feeds | 
The Soldiers Pride, and bribes ' em from their Duty, 
Clir. A hidden Treaſure ! and omen _ Harms ! 
What Secret's this ? | | | 
Lycin. ] cannot ſtay to tell thee ; N 
Thou ſoon ſhalt know, but *tis not yet a. time; : 
Therefore no more. Turn all thy Thoughts, on Parthia 
Theſe Letters are from Gallus. — Thou wilt. find 
The Armies there will all eſpouſe our Cauſe, 
And wait but our Arrival to Rebel. | | 
Clit. What need of Flight ſince you. have gain'd your Withes ” 
The Princeſs and the Empire now are yours; 
Nor can the Parthiaz: Armies give you more. 
Than what Galcrius promis'd. 
hycin. Nes a Lover, u sed in n So 57 
And ſoon may change: One Smile from: Ag e 2 
Melts his Reſolves, and moulds him to her Wiſhes; 
And then we're loſt. I therefore have prepar d 
A ſafe Retreat from all the Po- of Greece, . 


* EY * 06 


Ln 


If ſuch a Change oud come... % % lil lin 5 
Clit. Your Caution's vais = VVV 
No Country's ſafe, if Nilliyou Foes: od. live; 5 . 
Nor can you ere return | FVV 


Lycin. The Fall of 271r:: 
Is now ſo fix'd, not Fate it ſelf can ſave him. EN 
{ know his ſtubborn: Honeſty, heit dye. 5 Ä 
Rather than tell the Secret of the Treafure. 
His Son as firmly too will ſtand the Teſt. | 
This fires the Emperor, and in his Rage 
He'll doom 'em both to Priſons, Racks and Death. 
But leaſt his Love Repent, and ſpare their Lives. 
For Artimeſia's Take, 11 ſtrike. „ CO | : 
Glut my Revenge, and put it palt a Change. a . | 
And then the Moment; that the Hlow 1s given 2 
Away to Horſe, that e're they hear the. Ne ews, 
Or can purſae, we ſhall be paſt their reach. 

Ciirvu. Methinks:this has a Face, of likely Miſchief : 
There wants but ſome fait Friend to work the People, 
And turn their Love from AA, and his Race. | 
I » ſhou'd his Death increafe their Dotage'to him, # 

is moſt ſure it will, they'll hate you more, g 


. The Fait Hul General. 
And grow Implacable: Galerins too, | 
'To clear himſelf, will promiſe 'em Revenge; 
And caſt on you the Odium of the Murder. 
£ycin, This 1 expect: But fill Lam ſecure, 
Since Zlamen is this Year High Prieſt of Fove, 
A Man Ambitions, Covetous, and Bold; 
And is my Friend; but more a Friend to Faction. 
Hum! can gain, and all his wider Tribe, | 
By a reiitiefs Bribe, to fright the People 
With dangerons Plots, and plack Conſpiracics. 
That Maris had conceal'y prodigious Sums 
1c Brits the Soldiers Hearts, Uſurp the Throne, 
And Govern by the Sword, Deltroy their Laws © 
And Liberties, That by his Death, a Scheme 
Of thele Deſigns was found Writ by himſelf; 
No matter how, or where, or who has ſeen it - 
All Circumſtance is needleſs to the Croud, ' 4 - » 
Clit, This, when deliver'd with — os + £m. 
Will be of wond'rous Force, and be their Zeal - 
To mock the Gods with Praiſe, —- You will be {til'd 
The Saviour of the State, a publick Patriot, | 
And worthy of a Throne. None dare diſpute | 85 
The ſacred Slander, when the Prieſtly PoW rr. 
Has preach'd and pray d it into Orthodox. 
Nay, ſhou'd the Emperor kimſelf oppoſe it, 
They'll repreſent him as the Peoples Foe; 
Make him Conſpirator againſt himſelf, 
And prove it is Religion to Dethrone him: 
Tis an old pious Fraud, but ſtill it takes; 
Such Doctrine ſuits a Rabble, 1 
Lycin, And a Prieſt. 5 
Both are alike for Faction, fiery, raſh, 
Still prone to change, and ever in the wrong. 
No Arts the Prince and People can divide 
Till you engage the Prieſthood on your ide. 
The Flames of War, or private Diſcontent, 
Tis only they can kindle and foment. 
Religion then ſhall authorize your Cauſe; 
And your worſt Crimes be varniſh'd with Applauſe, 
The End of the Third ACT. 
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Enter Macario at ons Dear Dameratus and the Enſign at the other. 


Dam. Come to ſeek you, Sir ; and for that purpoſe, 1 r 8 


* Have Travell'd o're the Town. 
Mac. Why? what's the News?: + i 
Dam. What will concern us all, and very nearl ß; 
© The Emperor to Night holds a great Feaſt. 5 
© To which he bids all his old Cronin, To 
| 1 VV A! 
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© And all his Favorites. Your Brother's ſeat for ; | 
© Your ſelf, and Theodorus, all are calPd. | 
© Mac. Were neither of the Council, nor in Favour. 
© Dam. Tis that] fear, this Change appears too ſudden 


© Tohbe well meant; now keep a watchful Eye 
© Upon the Court. Odd Rumours fly abroad 


© Of Plots, and Snares laid for the Life of Marrs, 


* Lycinius, and his Agents, all are buſy 
* Upon ſome dark Deſign ; the — are doubl'd, 
As for an Execution, not a Banquet. 
© Enſ. Curs'd be their Policy, they've nick'd their Time. 
© The Army's all diſpers'd thro? Diſcontent : * 
None at Command; nor can be brought together 
© Before it is too late. 
Mac. Haſte both, and try; 
Raiſe all the Force you can.—— Be quick, and ſecret. 
Let em be near the Court.; 3 tis here's the Danger. 
And wait a fit Occaſion e re you ſtrike. | 
Dam. If it fall out, we're ready; if not, we're ſcatter'd. 
Mac. Whatever Doom ſhall come from Ceſar's Hand, 
We muſt ſubmit ; nor can we uſe our Swords. 
But ſince Lycinius dare decree and act 
Without his Maſter's Orders; tis but Juſt 


We ſhou'd bearm'd againſt his worſt Attempt. - | 


Enſ. Wow'd we had known it ſooner, tho ſome Hours. 
I fear *tis now too late. * 
Dam. Away with ſpeed. LTo the . 
The General comes already to the Banquet. 
Let us diſperſe each to his ſeveral Charge. LExeunt one way, Macario ano- 
Enter Marus and Artimeſia. [ther. 
Aar. Not, if he offers the Imperial Crown, | 
Woud'ſt thou accept it? Nor forgive th Affront 
Of guilty Love; no more of theſe Reſolves. 
Forgive thy Prince, tis Nonſence in the Phraſe ; 
He cannot wrong thee, ſince what ere thou art, 
Is all derived from him. 3 5 
Artim. All but my Honour. | | 
That Beam of Heaven the Debt 1 owe the Cs 
Immortal as my Soul, which ſtill preceeds 
All other Claims ; the. Rights of Prince, and Father. 
The utmoſt Bound of Power on Earth is Life, 


And there Obedience ends. 


Mar. The Empcror, had heidecree'd my Death, 
Doom'd me to Dungeons, or to lingring Want; 
All Miſeries I cou'd have eaſier born 
Than this Contempt, this pur pos'd Infamy 
Lo our Patrician Race.——The Thought grates hard 
Upon my Soul; thus to be us'd at laſt; | - 
To have theſe Silver Hairs ſtain'd with Diſkionour, : 
Worn white in Wars to guar'd his envy'd Throne; et 


Th us to be recompenc'd for all my Conqueſts. 


Still Pury curbs my Tongue, reſtrains my Paſſions, 
And tells me that as far as Vertue can, 


But *tis my Prince, nor ought Ito Complain, 


i "The Faithful General, 
We muſt Obey, how hard ſo' ere the Trial. 
If he with Honour ſhou'd demand thy Love, 


Perhaps his Life, his future Peace depends 
Upon thy Grant, nor canſt thou more refuſe, 


In ſpight of peeviſh Forms. — 
Artim. Tis all but Rumour : 
Nor can Galerins ere repent his Crimes, 
Or Love with Honour; he diſdains that Weakneſs, 
To ſhare his Throne with one of Marus's Race. 
And ſhow'd he ſtill purſue his former purpoſe, 
You muſt confeſs the worſt of Treatments jult. 
Mar. If any Cauſe cou'd juſtify thy Scorn, 
Thou haſt the beſt Excuſe ; but ſtil Remember 
He is thy Prince. | 
Artim. Thoſe Maxims are too high _ 
For my weak Reaſon, Sir, who wou'd Prophane 
My Fame, or Vertue, forteits my Reſpect. 
So Baſe, ſo Poor, he after that appears: 
Were he a God, I'd ſcorn him. 
Mar. Still reſolv'd ! 95 
Still ſtri& to all the Laws of ſtubborn Honour! 
Honour is the Religion of thy Sex, 
That adds a bright Divinity to Beauty. 
Purſue it ſtill, purſue that Milky Way > 
That leads to Glory, thou well know'ſt the Road ; 
On, Artimeſia, on, till you tranſcend | 
The Ages paſt. Till thy Immortal Soul, | 
Unclogg'd from Earth, ſhall mount in Rays of Light, 
Outſhine the Stars, and guide the erring World. 
Artim. Oh! why do I conceal from ſuch a Father, 
The Weakneſs of my Soul ! and not unlade 
My Griets into his Boſom; own with Bluſhes 
And deep Confuſion, all my ſecret Pains / 
The Faults of Love, the Fate that drags me on, 
In ſpight of me, to dote upon this Tyrant; 
Thus Guilty as he is, thus doom'd by Henour 
To my Eternal Scorn ; ſtill I adore him. | 
Free on each Glance, devour each tender Accent. 
Yet know him loſt; know there's no Hopes of Eaſe, 
No Remedy but Death. 
Mar. I pity thee, 


a” 


And mourn this Change; now thou indeed art Wretched. 


Oh! cow'd 1 think that Artimeſia's Soul 
Wou'd thus be ſcorn'd, yet ſtill deſcend to Love! 
But *tis in vain to ſtruggle with our Fate. 

Thy Eyes grow full, and I can chide no more. 
Artim. Sill, ſtill, my greateſt Torment is untold z 
When Cæſar, in the Rage of a Refuſal, 

Threatens my Father's Death. Oh all ye Gods ! 
What Torments do I feel, what way is left 

Jo ſave your Life, and ſtill preſerve my Honour? 

Mar. Let not the Care of me diſturb thy Soul; 

But ſt ill purſue what Glory ſhall Inſpire. | 

Cou'd I reſiga theſe laſt Remains of Life, 


46 The Faithful General. 
The Toils of weary Age for ſuch a Cauſe, ; . 
Wou'd but the Gods provide ſome Noble Trial, | 8 
To end my Race with Glory; ſuch a Death 
Wou'd be a greater Bleſſing than thoſe Laurels 
That wreath my Head, than all thoſe Yearly Triumphs, 
With which their Bounty Crown'd my envy'd Wars. 
Artim. Oh, my Prophetick Fears ! you wiſh to Dye, | / 
Per} oy your watchful Genius has inſpir'd : 
This Thought, to ſhow the near Approach of Fate, 
And make your Doom more eaſy. Still I dread 
This fatal Banquet, tho' I know no Cauſe. 
The Horrors of laſt Night ſtill haunt my Soul, 
When as 1 knelr before the facred Shrines, 
From the deep Vaults I heard a hollow Voice, 
Thrice Groan the Name of Marus, all the Wreath 
That crown'd our Houſehold Gods, drop to the Ground. 
My Mother's Statue ſhook its awful Head. | | 
And ſweat big Drops, the ſacred Dome was ſhaken. , _ 0 
And as I trembling fled, I too was calld ; 
Three times my Name was eccho'd ; Wing'd with Fear, 
\ hurtt my way, nor ſtay'd to hear the End. | 
Aar. Dreams, _— fantaſtick Fumes of Melancholy, | ”= 
Chimeras of the Night; not worth thy Thought, 87 
cannot ſee thee Weep; Oh! dry thy Eyes, Ely 
And reaſſume that awful Majeſty, | 
That ſpeaks thee more than Empr cſs, ——Haſte before; 3 
Zo to the Princeſs, and Fll follow _ Jas | 
| Pl find my {{dorws, and then Pay | f 15 
ly Duty there, before the Fea —— 1 TONes \ DExthe © 
Artim. His Vertue is ſecure. Unmov'd he hears | 
Theſe viſionary Horrors, and concludes | 
*Tis all a Dream; ſo bold is Innocence. 5 
Not for my ſelf [ fear, ——my Fate's refoly'd. _ | 
Bat Oh! tor him the tend'reſt, beſt of Fathers. 5 


r — — — — = 3 


For him, 1 dread theſe Omens ; -atithe Thought 
My Bjood grows chill. I fain woltfd ſhun that Fate, 
Which Hit the more we fly, the more purſues. | Meeps, 
| Enter Galerins, and Lycinius, 44s | 
Gal, Ha, Artimeſia here! how,my Heart pants, 
And bounds to meet her ! now the Tempeſt wells; 
My ſtruggling Soul is toſs'd with Hopes, and Fears. 
Again I I try her, threaten her math Force; ns 
But if ſhe {till refuſe, 1 can no more . 
Reſiſt the force of Love; bur muſt A 
Or to enjoy, or dye. % 
Artim, The Emperor! . i Ln . 
Curs'd Chance that brought him. horaz: and left m no means T1. 
To ſhun his Sight; now 1 mult ſtand:the Combat! 
Gal. When Peace, and-Joy, ſhinél in their brighteſt Forme 
Still are thoſe beautious Eyes, o recaſt with Storms. 
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ion arch's 5 Homage you with! Scorn receive, . 
| And all the Bribes that Love and POW'r c wgiv g. „„ „ 
1 Ungratetu Fair, thy Soul no Pit y- KhGOWS, IH „% tte, 20 


„und to my Tears, and Deaf to bim Vong i ud: 


| | The ; Faithful General. 
While in Deſpair the loſs of Heaven I mourn, 
Thus ever doom'd in hopeleſs Fires to burn, 
The worſt of Torments, Love without Return. 
Artim. Love niuſt with Innocence, and Vertue reſt, 
He flies with Horror from a guilty Breaſt ; 
Or if he ſtays, it muſt his Convert grow, 
He finds a noble Mind, or makes it ſo. 
Where Honour reigns he chuſes his Abode, 
The only Shrine that's worthy of the Gd. | 
Gal. Thoſe Minds are Nobleſt that moſt faithful prove , 
Inconſtancy is all the Guilt in Love. 
From broken Vous the firſt Diſhonour grew. 
E're Change began, your Sex no Scandal knew; | 
All Nymphs were Chaſt, as long as Swains were True. J 
Thus when the firſt Deceit in Love appear'd, 
With Rage, and Horror all the Story heard. 
Still Conſtancy and Truth were crown'd with Fame: 
The perjur'd Lover juſtly bore the Shame. 
But now, tho? by the ſubtleſt Arts betray'd, 
We're ſo by Cuſtom, and falſe Maxims ſway'd, 
The Infamy ſtill brands the injur'd Maid. 


Artim. What Cuſtom dictates, either part ſhou'd chuſe, 


Tis fix*d your Sex ſhow'd ask, and ours refuſe. 
Like bold Allailants you diſpute the Prize, 
While all our Glory in Reſiſtance lies. 
But when our Foes unequal Force prepare, 
"Tis ſafeſt thus to make a flying War. | 
* Diſlodge betimes, and quit the doubtful Field: 
Who itays to Parley, may be brought to Yield, - 
From Greece and Native Rome 1 wou'd remove, 
And all the Pains of-endleſs Exile prove, 3 „ 
To ihua thy Sight, and hear no more of Love. 
But Oh! what Place can be from thee ſecure? 
Where ſhall I fly from Univerſal Pow'r ? = 
Where? But the ſacred Vaults, the hallow'd Lead. 
Nor Pow'r, nor Malice can diſturb the Dead. 

Gal. Oh! ſtay Ingrateful, Haughty, Cruel Fair. 
Tho? at each Groan this fatal Sound I hear, 
And Death, or Parting, eccho my Deſpair. 
Deny me not- the Eaſe that Speech affords, 
Since Beauty taught us ſirſt the uſe of Words. 
Man new created ſoon was reſtleſs grown, 
Tyr'd of his World, when ſilent and alone. 
Till he that bright Perfection Woman ſaw, -. 
The laſt, beſt piece, the Art of Heaven cou'd draw. 
Then did his raviſh'd Soul ſtrange Tranſports prove, # 
Joy fix'd his Eyes, and forc'd his Tongue to move; 


Twas firſt unbound by Joy, and firſt employ'd by Love. 3 


* 


Artim. That happy Pair a certain Bliſs muſt prove, 

Confin'd to Conſtancy, and mutual Lovg. 

The Gods of either Sex their Care had ſhown, 

When to preſerve their Eaſe, they made but One. 

Man in his beautious Partner then was bleſs'd, 
No Riyal Paſſions cou'd Invade his Breaſt. 


WAA going: 
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* Heav*n to one Object limited his Vos, 

The only Safety faithleſs Nature knows. 

It ſaw his wand'ring Appetites wou'd Range, 

And wiſely kept him from the Power to Change. 

But Falſchood ſoon, when Men increas'd, began : 

And down thro? all their Race the ſwift Contagion ran. 
All Ranks are tainted, all Deceitful prove, 

Falſe to all Truſt, but doubly falſe in Love. 

There the feign'd Vows, are with feign'd Scora receiv'd, 
And both alike deceive, and are deceiv'd. > 

This makes the Cenſure of the World more Juſt, 

That brands with Shame the Weakneſs of a Truſt. 

None wou'd the Fate of that bold Wretch deplore, 
That Sails for ſport, where loudeſt Tempeſt roar ; 
Beholds the daily Wracks, yettempts the fatal Shore. 

Gal. That Raſhneſs does a noble Crime appear, 

What'ere the Danger is, *tis baſe to fear. 
Great Souls, like Heav'n, upon themſelves depend; 

Nor mind the way, when Glory is the end. 

Succeſs and Power will all our Crimes repair, | 

For black Uſurpers does renown prepare, 

And from Reproach protect thy yielding Fair. 

Thus when your Sex Imperial Captives gain, 

VnrivaPd ore the under World they Reign; 

Their Honour fate, while Monarchs are their Guard, 
And pow'r, is their Protection, and Reward. f 

Artim. That envy'd Pow'r wou'd Cauſe of Cenſur 

Since Subjects blindly Hate, what Princes Love. 
Unjuſt, and Partial, {till the Choice appears, C 


— 


Courtier, and Stateſmen, each the Favorite fears, 
And thinks his riſing Glory darkens theirs. 

All joyn to wound his Fame with ſubtleſt Arts, 

And Malice double dips the venom'd Darts. 

Who Honour loves muſt to a Shade reſort, 

And fly the ſure lufection of a Court. 

May the Ambitious vain deſigning Fair, 

The Pomp that waits on guilty Conqueſt ſhare. 

Cou'd 1 azain my lov'd Retreat procure, 

is all the uſe 1 wiſh to make of Power. 


Gal. This proud Contempt, what Prince like me cou'd bear, 


And in excuſe the Name of Honour hear? 

To gain that Phantome, endleſs Pains you prove, 

And loſe the ſolid Joys of Pow'r, and Love. 

That bright Chimera that ſtill mocks your Toll, 
Each Breath does its Fantzilick Glories ſoil. 

But thus when Errors long Preſcription gain, 

All calm Diſpute, aud Reaſon's urg'd in vain. 

Fow'r does the molt convincing Proofs afford, 

And Truth is belt Aſſerted by the Sword. 

There Force th' Offenders ſt ubhorn Choice prevents, 

And makes 'em ble!t agaiuſt their own Conſeats. 

_ From force, your Sex, more perfect Joys receive, 
Pollels their Wiſhes, and uncenſur'd Live. 


% 
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e prove, 


[Turns amay. 
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And change his Pur po 


The old ones all diſplac d? 


The Fuß General, 


"Tis that, if you all gentler Arts deny, 2 


That way, I for the Eaſe of both muſt try; 
And leave it to your Choice, to Yield, or Dye.) 

Artim, Whene're you ſhall that nobler Method uſe, 7 
1 ſwiftly can Determine which to chuſe. | 
Death ſhall in that Extream my Refuge be, 
And Death ſeems pleaſing when compar'd to thee. | ol 
To his cold Bed my Honour I'll reſign, | | Y 
And court his Arms to fold me ſafe from thine. 
Thus when a barbarous Foc her Country takes, 
This fatal Choice ſome ruin'd Virgin makes, 
When her laſt Friend is ſlain in her Defence, 
And nothing left but Fears, and Innocence, 
From the rude Spoiler's Hand, with ym Surprize, 
To diſtant Rocks, or Savage Dens ſhe flies, 


Secures her Honour, and in Freedom dies. ee. 


Gal. Away, I charge thee; haſte and Guard her Life. 
Tell all her Slaves, and Women, if ſhe dies 
By her own Hand, if they a Moment leave her, 
Pll Sacrifice em all to my Revenge, 
Her Death! avert it Gods How my Soul ſhakes 
At but the Thought. No; ſhe ſhall Live and Reign. 


Fer Tryal's at an end, and Love decrees 
Her 9 Vertue ſhall be Crown'd with Glory. Exit Gal. 
. Yes, in the other World: But ſtill in this, LSolus. 


Lycin | 

If the old Cuſtom holds, 1 ſhall ſucceed, 
P ſe. Ere the Feaſt begins 

PIl give him this, this Liſt of all the Treaſure, 
That Marus keeps conceal'd, ſuch Wealth as this 
Is worth an Empire, fourſcore thouſand Talents, 
And all the Jewels this long Scroll deſcribes : 
Ten thouſand Talents more in Gold to cloſe 
The mighty Sum. When Ceſar knows the Secret, 
He will believe this feeds the Soldiers Pride, | 
And makes them ſcorn his Bounty. Marr too G 
Will ne're diſcover where the Treaſure — 8 


— 


And only he can tell. — He'll keep his Oat 
And fall a Martyr to the Idol Honour, 
My dying Father ſwoxe me to preſerve 
This truſt Inviolatez————"T'was but an Oath, 
And Intereſt may unbind that feeble Tye. | 
That Cafe the pious Prieſthood have reſolv'd. - 
Bur ſee he comes, his Son, and Brother too, | 
Haſte to thy Doom, to this deciſive Hour, 
This puſhot Fate, when thou, or I muſt fall. 
Enter Marus, Theodorus, and Macario, 

Mar. Talk you of Dreams and Omeng=——mthat's an Omen, LStumbles 
Old Wives and Fools wou'd think of dire Portent. [4s he Enters. 
This Superſtition is beneath a Soldier, ; 
Therefore no more. 

Mac. What need a double Guard, 

If only Mirth was meant? And why of Strangers? 


LExit. 


Mar. No matter Why. 


80 -The Faithfid General. 
Tis Ce/or's Will, and that's enough for me, | 
Without another Reaſon. _ 

Theo. All this Kindneſs ; - 
This wond'rous ſudden Change.—A Royal 4 %% tra. 
prepar'd for us, and all our Friends invited; V. 
When but ſome Hours are paſt, ſince we were ſnun d. 

Nor muſt approach the Preſence, all Contagious. = 
Conſin'd to Home, leaſt we ſhou'd ſcatter Pla; Zzues, 
And fill the Air with Death. 

Mar. Implicite Faith ___ 
Becomes a Duty, when to Gods, and Kings 
To think the Cauſe of all their Actions juſt, 
Tho” the Effect's myſterious. Bi, | 
Theo, The Primceſs warn'd you; | LR 
Told you, ſhe fear'd ſome Plot againſt your Lite ; : 
And that the Bu ran all upon a Secret 
That is diſcover'd; beg'd you not to go. 
Yet blinded by your Fate, reſolv'd on Ruine, 
You run into the Snare. 
Mar. A wond'rous Cauſe. . 
ro make me fly the Court; — my prince deſigns . 
To Honour me, invites mee Preſen ce... 
And ſhall I doubt his meaning, -think i falle 1 
For Peoples idle Talk, and Women s. Dreams Tho, OE DT bg 
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Away who dares do this that.e're has heard 
Of Loyalty, or Honour. — _ 
Theo. Hh ! he Bleeds; --;; 4; 1; Earns Bleeds foro: his ul, : 
Three Draps, no mors *-:;.;;1 „ 3 
Mac. Avert the Omen, Gods. 265 { BE EE TAY 


Mar. Is this ſo ſtrange; after the Toils of We 
And Heat of Battel, this Effort of Nature? | 
But juſt three drops.—Ok! thats the fatal Omen, _ .' = | 
Yee Gods! that Men with Souls ſo brave as N . 5 
Should harbour ſuch a Weakneſs! j Rd inebog nt4 
Mac. Chide us ſtill. ... FE I LT. 
Reproach us with the Folly of our Fe ears. F 
But Oh! upon my Knees . 
beg you to return; but for to Night. : 
Shy till theſe ſullen Hours of Fate Are paſt, 
Preſerve your Glory, and our:noble Race; 
Since all with you are loſt. 
Theo. Truſt me to go; 
PII brave the worſt their Malice can contriv®. 
Without a Thought of Fear, 
Wee you but late. 
Aar. Riſe both; I beg you _ 
. Som ictiting, c oi Horror fills my troubPd Soul, 
Which [ ngre felt before; your Grief infecis me. 
But ſtiſl were there a Reaſon for your Fears, 
Since my Prince calls, 1 wou'd obey his Summons. - | | p 
No Danger ſhou'd with-hold me. But there's none, 
None! here, but what the ſpritely Wine will cauſe 
la weaker Heads; that cheerful War of Friends... 


Haſte. 


— 141 5 83 
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Haſte then, my Boy, kls an old Man defies thee, | 
Come both and meet my Challenge eo There, ke Cede, 
We'll drown our Cares in flewing Bowls of Aittar, = LEx/r May, 
May, No, I'll not go. lam net fit for Courts. 
Ta bear the nauſeeus Forms of ſuch a Feait, | | | 
Flattcr, and Cringe, and Bat Wich thoſc | Hate, 
But ſhow'd they Plot againſt the life of Hartes, | 1 
is there no Means to favs bim! | 
Theo, None, with Henouy 
If, as I fear, the fatal Segret's told, | | | 
Our Ruine's fx d; his Feaſt will end in Blogg. > © Wh 1 
"Tis but a Snare to draw us to the Caurt, i 
And ſeize us with leſs Note. | | 10 


81 


Mac. What Secret's that Hh 5 
Of ſuch Importance to the Fate of Afar, wy j 
That if "tis known he dies? EIS CS” | { 
Theo. You ask tao ſoon - | | 
Jo be reſoiv'd] if*tls as I ſuſpect, Te 
in ſome few Hours, before the Banquet ends, 

*Twill be Court-Talk z our Deaths will make it publick; 
In the mean Time expect no more from me. Exit aſten Marui. 
Mar, He comes from the Apartment of the Princeſs 
And therefore knows ſome Reaſan for his Fears. | 
There's more of Danger yet then he has told, | | 
Some Myſtery of Horror, which if known, 
Perhaps we might prevent. Whate're it is, 
1 ſhall be ſure to ſhare the Fate of Marus, 
As next of Blood : Heinius fears me too, 
Il ſtill be near, — Thus openly TI walk, | 
And when my angry Prince ſhall ſend his Will; | 
In Death, or Chains I am prepar'd to meet em. Exit the ohen pa 
Scene draws and diſcovers a Magnificent Banquet, The Emperor Seated under a 
Canopy of State, Iſidorus, Lycinius, Aventius, Artendants, Re. 
* 1 * and Theodorus. The Emperor riſes, meets Marùs and Em- 
race him. 6 | 42 
Gal. Welcome my Marus, welcome back from Conqueſt ; 
+ This Night of 9 4 and Mirth, 1 choſe | 


+ To thank you for your Service. 
© Mar, T was ſo poor, | 
In due reſpect of what my Duty owes, 
lt merits nothing. £ : 
© Gat, Sit you here, Lord Marus. Wo 
| LAſideto Lycin. 


* Are all things ready ? 
* Lycin, All the Guards are ſet. 

+ The Court Gates ſhit, 
gal. Then do as | preſcrib d. 


ge ſure no farther. 
+ Lycin. I ſhall well obſerve. | 1 
© Gal, Come, bring ſome Wine; here Genera), to the Princefs , 
A Health, and Mirth to all. | 
* Mar, Pray fill it full, 
is a high Health to Vertue. Here I/dorus, 
A Maiden health, you are moſt fit wn hems. it: wn 
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You have a maiden Soul, but why fo ſad ! 
Is this a time for Thought ? 
© Gal. How ! Iſfidormu * ? 


That Melancholly ill becomes this Place, 


© There is Infection in't. 
Come, bring out Robes, and let my Gueſts look Nobly, 
© Fit for my Love, and Preſence. 
Enter Two with Robes 

© Begin downward. 
Off with your Mantles, and all wear theſe new. 

* Mar. This is Magnificent and worthy Cæſar, 
Io treat his Subjects thus —— Who wou'd not fight, 
And dye for ſuch a Prince? What cold, dull Coward, 
Purſt wiſh to ſave his Life, when he ſhall want it ? 
Begin a new Health, thus on our Knees all down 
© The Emperor's Health, now in your new Robes ; 
sound all the Trumpets, while the Glaſs goes round; 
© And may all Hearts combine — Ha! Gods! what's "this? 
© Ha! black! the Robe of Death! 

© Gal. You have deſerv'd it. 

© Mar. The Livery of the Grave. 


© What and a Guard} —_ Enter a Guard. 


A Priſoner too! is this my ! 
Does Cæſar bid his Gueſts to bloody . ? 
Gal. Know you that Paper Sir? 
Mar. Too well I do. ; 
Oh ye Immortal Gods ! who after this, 
When humane Nature is debas'd ſo low, 
Wou'd bear the Infamy? 
Gal. Thy Queſtion's vain; 
Thou — ſhalt be freed from that Diſhonour. 
But tell me firſt, or Racks ſhall force it from thee z 
Haſt thou that Treaſure ſafe ? Where is it hid ? 
Speak ; by the Gods, or by the loweſt Furies, 
Pl heap ſuch Torments on thy parting * 
The damn'd ſhall pity thee. 
Mar. Racks, Fires, and Wheels, 
The ſubtleſt Torments ſhall extort no more 
Than what my Oath Allows. — What I may tell, 
You now fhall hear. That I have ſuch a Treaſure, 
Such as this Paper ſhows, Llowa it all. 
1 as your Father's Hand has here confirm'd it. 
He knew your Temper bountious as the Air, 
As flowing as the Sca to all you favour'd. 
And therefore wiſely to preſerve your Empire. 
Collected all this Wealth; — and to our Truſt, 
Io mine, and to che falſe Lyciniss Father, 
A brave, "and wor thy Man he much eſteem'd, 
le gave the ſacred Charge. And ſwore us both. 
- by all the Gods, Celeſtial, and Infernal; 
By Duty, Faith, and Loyalt ty bo him, 
Never to yeild it ap; ——nor E're reveal 
Where it was hid, till all you had was walted, | 
All Hope was loſt, 0 dub) ect cou'd reicive you, 8 


And then ſome preſſing Danger to the Empire; 
No means of Succour elſe. — This was my Oath, 
And I will keep it ſtill. to Death I'll keep iggy 
Nor can I ſuffer for a nobler Cauſe. | 
I beg'd the Gods that I might Dye with Glory, 
And now they point the Means. fs 

Gal. Death! Hell! and Furies! : 
Dur'ſt thou refuſe ? haſte, bear him to the Rack; 


Try all your Art, Cords, Knives, and Sulphurous Fires. 
Yet ſtay a Moment. — Is there none beſides , / 


None but this ſtubborn Rebel knows the Secret; 
Or dare you all, like him, reſiſt my Will. * 
Theo. Ves, here's another Rebel as reſolv'd, 
That bears an equal Truſt. The Emperor 
That Hour he Sign'd my Marriage with Conſtantia 
Told me the Secret where the Treaſure lay; 
Leaſt if my Father fell, thro' Age, or War, 
The Knowledge ſhou d be loſt. | 
Gal. Then your prepar'd 
For Racks and Death, you are a Hero too, 
Of the ſame ſtamp of Loyalty ; that chuſe 
The worſt of Torments, rather than obey 


Your Prince's juſt Commands. Twas well remember'd, 


Your Contract with the Princeſs ; we'll prepare 
The fitteſt Pomp to Celebrate your Nuptials. 
No longer you ſhall plot againſt my Pow'r, 
Nor bribe the factious Army from their Duty. 
I find from whence the Soldiers Fondneſs comes; 
But I ſhall end the Charm. | | 
Mar. Oh! that's a Wrong | . 
This perjur'd Wretch has forgd to ſtain my Honour. 
I know your Soul's above ſuch mean Suſpicions; 
But in our Deaths we ſhall be quickly clear d; 
When by a way, as yet unknown to you, "2 A 
This Treaſure will be found untouch'd, and whole, 
As here the Royal Signet has confirm'd it. 
And had there come a time in your ſhort Reign _ 
Of preſſing Danger, to abſolve my Vow z 
I had with Joy reſign'd the fatal Truſt. 
This is the Truth. the Purpoſe of my Soul; 
Or may the Gods be deaf to my laſt Prayers, 
And doom my Soul to everlaſting Pains. 
Gal. No more l have not leiſure now to hear 
Thy tedious Cant, nor will be more deceiv'd; 
Away, to Death, for though I loſe the Treaſure, 
I ſhall be fate; none will abuſe it then 
As thou haſt done, thou Traytor. Hence for eyer. 
cannot bear thy Sight. . - 
Jad. Oh! Ceſar ! hear. | 
Avent. Moſt mighty Emperor! 
Gal. Who dares to plead ; 
Againit ſo juſt a Doom, ſhall ſhare their Fate: 
Confine the Priſoners cloſe: Our Difference now = 
Shall quickly end; Farewell. If thou haſt ought 


3 * 
„ de. 


The Faubful General. * 


— 
* 


4* © 


„ 
* a ut 
* 


, "= 


[ Both Keel. 


34 ᷑ I ze Faithful: Generel: 


To do on Earth, Employ this Moment Well... by i 
My next Commands are Death, wry 6 WR 
Mirus tales Theodorus apart. wy 

Mar. Before we Dye we mult nen _ raſt, F te A 
Or elſe the Treaſure's loſt. | 117-4607 530075 $3} Lond | 

Theo, There reſt's my Choice Lebte te Avortionuc, -. 
Brave, Loyal, Juſt, the only Man that's fit. | LD 

Mar. Mine is my Friend, my faithful {idore ; 

* we muſt wait a more convenient Time. 

Lyciu. Muſt then this mighty Warrior tamely Fall, Lorne; eoſe 0 Then, | 
By fo obſcure 2 Fate, without a Triumph? et 
Muſt thoſe fine Lambs, —Jthat Shape endure the Rack * 
. Diſtorted, Broken, Oh! at ſuch a Loſs, | 
The God of Love will fly this guilty ant, 
And all the Fair be Mourners. 

Taco. Off! Be one! Ars "Ob ow? him tron hihi. 
There is Contagion in a Villain” s'Breath, Lina 

Dein. Oh! wond'rous well; —all Hera like e thy ſelf; al 
But will this Temper hold? 

Theo, Lead to the Rack, 

And thou ſhalt be reſolv'd : — My Soul is buly 
Preparing for this glorious Hour of Action; 
Nor can deſcend to-trifle Time with thee. * [Exit folow'd * Aveutinns. 

Lycin. So fierce my Rival! thou wilt be more tame 
re many Hours are paſt. Let him be Chain'd 
And ftrictly guarded till his Execution. ; 

Mar, Come, no more Grief: ——Weep not my {fi lors. 116 
Pear, faithful Friend, tis not that Wretch's Malice, . *' 
Nor Cæſar's Anger, nor the worſt of Torments, „ 
Lan ſtartle me; both Life and Death are equal. 

© I poize 'em thus. Only the Trescherous Way 
That brought me to my Fate, a little moves. me. 
Firſt to be Welcom'd and Embrac'd with Smiles 
Pretended Thanks, and the Rewards of Conqueſ t! 
When Ruine and Diſhogeur was their purpoſe . 
Rebel and Traytor, thoſe deteſted Names | 
Are worſe to me than Death. To brand my Age 
With Crimes I fo abhor.— But *tis from F 03 ee LEES. 
And I] can bear it all; Death and Diſgeace, ::--/ i ou to. 
Whatever comes from him muſt ſt ill be Iuſt. 11 A 953 —eanltrr 8 
| Hare ceaſe theſe Fears, thy Grief Aiſturb's my Soul, 
One loſt Embrace, — and then farewel for euer. 

1:4, Oh Marw! Oh my Friend? thou braveſt, beſt - 
Of Human Race,— moſt wrong'd of Men, Farewell 
Words are too poor for Tenderneſs like mine, —. 
But 'tis reſolvꝰd not Death it ſelf ſhall part B84: % its 39 Vers 2 

Har. No, thou maſt Live,. ſuch froneth aaa wanted | Poly of 
lu every State, but moſt of all in Greece, =—_ 
Come lead me to my Dungeon, and my Ghayns : P 
Lott have ſuffer d more for Cz/ar's Service, | 
From Want, hard Lodging, Wounds, and wear Marches, | 
Throꝰ ſcorching Summer Suns, and Winter! Fro 8. 

But now *tis paſt, my Labours here ſhall end, 1 
2 I ſhall reſt ee e art thow?. = - \ 
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The Huithyul General 
ty Jaylor too? that Office well becomes the. 
Thou that haſt broke thy Oath.— Betray'd thy Prince, 
And Country's Safety for a little Gain, 5 
In hopes to ſharethe Spoils; —— poor, ſordid Villain, 
To. be diſclaim'd by all that bear the Name _ | 
Of Man, to ſave the Credit of our Kind, 
Lycin. Hence . bear him to his Doom. 
Mar. Away then. Haſte. : 
© To Death. am prepar'd.— My Honours ſafe. 
© My Conſcience clear as light. —But Oh: thy Hell, 
© Thy gnawing Hell, Lycinins, it will find thee. 
Eternal Shame, Confuſion, Infamy + | 
Will haunt thy guiity Soul; where'ere thou goeſt. 
All Eyes, and Fingers thro? the gazing Streets, 
Shall point thee out, — that's he betray'd his Truſt, 
And Such a Truſt to a-dead Prince, and Father. . 
No more ;—— Iwou'd not waſte theſe precious Moments 
In talk with thee — - But leave thee to the Gods, © + ++ {ite f, 
To that ſwift Vengeance, that will ſoon o'retqke thee. LEExit Guarded, 
Lycin. Ev'n theſe Reproaches from a dying Foe, ' IIid. ſalloms him. ] 
But more increaſe the Pleaſure. of Revenge. OR. FM 
Haſt thou prepar'd the Priſon, as I orderdñ!k [ Chit. 
Clit. The Guards are ſet in Files at every Poor, BP. + 
In the back Court a number of your Slaves 
Attends till Alaris comes; — - And Death appears 
In all its blackeſt Forms; Whips, Racks, and Flames, 
All Torments that their Malice can invent. 
Lycin. is to my wiſh *Tis Luxury of Thought. 
Thus cou'd I grind, anchſtab, and rack his Soul. 
Shoud Cæſar now Repent, and Wiſh to ſave em; 
His Mercy comes too late. - But ſay, my Cliton, 
It ſuch a Change ſhou'd come, are we prepared? 
Are all things ready for our Flight to Parthia ? 
Clit. Your Servants, Horſes, Zeuge are dispos'd 
As you commanded: nothing left undone 
Of what you gave in Charge, & 
Lycin. Haſte then, my Frieda 
When the dark Deed is done, let's fly from Greece. 
Fly to the Rebel Parthianus, to the Guard 
of thoſe revolting Legions under Gallus. 
There we may reign ſecure, and laugh at Fate. : 
When Marus is no more, nor Theodorus, 
The Grecian Armies will refuſe to fight; 
Galerius then. may tremble at our Arms, 
And think it eaſy Terms if I accept 
His Siſter. and deſcend,to ſhare his Empire; 
When my Extended Pow'r may graſp it all. 
Clit. If ſtill the Emperor reſolves their Deaths, 
You may be ſafe in Greece. | 
TDycin. That we ſhall know, | 
When our next Orders come. If Love prevails : 
And Artimeſia reign, the Death of Marus 
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Vill be reveng d. Perhaps e're this her Tears 
Have chang' d his Doom, therefore no more Delays, 
Away with ſpeed, and let em dye this Moment. | 
Fate points this Time, and bids thee now-ſtrike Home. 
Deep as Ambition, Hate, Revenge can preſs - 
The eager Wounds. Be quick as bolted Thunder; 
Pierce to our Foes, and daſh em with a Blow. | 
| | | Lycinius SO LUS, 

Macario ſtill is free his Doom is next 
And Artimeſia ſhall be ſoon remov'd; Fs 
Tho? this hot Love ſhou'd laſt, and I be fared 

To fly from Greece, I leave enough to end her. 

A gentle Poiſon will perform the Work | 

Without a Noiſe. This old Patrician Race 

Shall be extinct ; their Fame and Glory loſt, | 

Quite blotted from the World. Thus Marus falls, 

Marus the Juſt, the Pious, and the Brave, | | 

(For ſuch my ſecret Soul muſt ſtill avow him.) 

Behold in him the recompence of Vertue. 

While Love, and Empire wait my Glorious Guilt; 

The Ceſar's Purple, or the Parthian Crown. F 
Vet ſtill our Teachers wou'd our Reaſon blind, 

And prove Almighty Juſtice rules Mankind. 
But ſhou d we plead from this unequal Doom, 

They woy'd reter us to a World to come. 

Unerring Guides they all pretend to be, 

Yet know as little of the Way as we. | 
Cou'd | but to the Grecian Empire Riſe, 5 


On any Terms, — I'd not forego the Prize, 
For all their bright Reverſions in the Skies. 
Let Fortune now Imperial —_ prepare, | 
Thoſe Airy Crowns ſhall be my future Care. : [Exit. 
1 The End of the fourth ACT, | 
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| ST V.-: 
SCENE I. A Priſon, 
. | - Enter Theodorus Bound. | 


io. nqueſt, and Laurels, and Ovation Pomp, 
Triumphant Chariots, Statues, all thoſe Honours 

With which the Xoman Senate crown'd our Arms; 

| All Alarus left to guard this Infant Empire 

, And ſpread her Conquetts to the dawning Eaſt, © 

F Far as the Verge of Nature. Now behold. 

The grateful Recompence the Hero finds; > 1H 

Theſe Wreaths of Victory. Grown old in Glory, 

He falls accus'd, and hated by his Prince: EA) 

His Loyalty, and Services forgot. 

Yet thus Eternal Wiſdom has ordain'd, 

10 prove his Vertue in this World of Tryals, 


| De Faithful General. 
That by the Conqueſt he may merit Glory. 
But Oh! for me, that want his God- like Patience; 
My fiery Soul ſinks with the double Load. 
Jo dye for ſuch a Cauſe, for breach of Truſt, 
That baſeſt, laſt of Crimes. Jo loſe my Fame, 
My Yonth, and Love, thus by a Villains Malice; 
And have it Thought that I deſerve my Fate. 
What Curſe can equal Death with loſs of Honour ? 
| ; Enter Conſtantia. 
Theo. But ſee the Star that guides me thro? theſe Storms; 
My Health, my Eaſe, my Happineſs, my Life ; 
Whoſe gentle Influence, amidſt this Rage 
Of warring Paſſions, ſooths my Soul to reſt. 
Ah beautions Princeſs ! at the light thee 
Theſe Chains, and Dungeons loſe their native Horror, 
Thy 2 diſpel the thickeſt Shades of Grief: 
And all theſe gaſtly Images of Night, 
Deſpair, and Death, fly from their cheerful Beans: 
So at the dawn of Light 61d Chaos fled ; 
The jarring Atomes were to order Tun'd, 
And all conſpir'd to form the Infant World. 
Conſ. Oh Theodorus ! ſtill theſe Sounds of Joy 
Still am I welcom'd with that Face of Smiles, 
In this laſt Hour of LoVe. Eternal Parting ! 
All hope is loſt, the cruel Emperor, 
Relentleſs ſtands amidſt a ſupplant Croud, 
That ſtop his Way, and Kneel, and Weep for Mercy; 
I joyn'd 'em too, and Thought a Siſter's Tears 
- Might melt him into Pity: But in Vain, 
He ſhook me from his Arm, and with deep Oaths 
And Imprecations Swore the Death of Marus. 
And Oh. of more then him. More, more to me, 
More than a thouſand Worlds; Oh ! *tis too much ! 
Too much to think, and live. Rage, Grief, and Horror, 
All rend my Breaſt: And lo the guſty Storm, 
Swift as a Whirlwind, drives me to the Ground. | 
Theo. She Faints, ſhe dies,. while I want Power to hold hex. 
Nor dare I call for _— Shall Shackles bind | 
Theſe ſtraining Arms from my Con ftantia's Aid? 
Pl] daſn. I'll burſt em off. It wo'not be. 
In vain I ſtruggle. Oh! awake my Love, 
My Life. Oh hear! thy Thcode us calls thee; a 
Thy Theodorus dies, unleſs you live, 
Conſ. What diſtant Voice that, has charm'd my Sou! 
Again to Life; and broke thoſe peaceful Slumbers ? 
Oh! Theodorus, hadſt thou known, like me, 
This Moment's Death, this Interval of Thought; 
Thou woud'ſt not ſure have been ſo kindly Cruel, 
To call me back; but laid me gently thus 
On this lov'd Breaſt, and huſh'd me faſt for Ever. 
Theo, No, live my Princeſs ; 1 conjure thee Live. 
Live that thy Theodofus may ſurvive _ 
His Fate, and Reigi in Triumph o're i | 
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39 The Faithful General. 
Safe in thy Heart, let him for ever reſt, 

Beyond the Power of Malice, Time, and Change; 
The nobleſt Mauſolem that Love can raiſe. 

Conſ. You ask what is not in my Power to grant; 

Life without thee is more than Heav'n can give. 

As ſoon the Sun ſhall chear our drowſy Eyes, 

When the heav'd Earth has ſcreen'd us from his Beams. 
The gaudy Flowers as well may Spring a freſh, 

And ſhed their Odours o're the hoary Fields, 

When the rough Wiuter binds up Natures Womb. 
Time may miſtake the Eternal Round of Day 

And Night, and change the Order of the Seaſon : 

All theſe Impoſſibilities ſnall be, | 

E're Life one Moment ſtay when thou art loſt. 
_ Theo, Canſt thou for ever quit the Joys of Life, 

The Glories of thy Birth, and Rights of Empire; 

To ſhare the cold Embraces of a Grave, 

With an abandon'd Wretch, the Sport of Fortune, 
And Scorn of Men, the Source of all thy Woes? 
Oh! tis too much; fo high a Flight of Honour, 

None ever reach'd in all the Ages paſt. 
Till Time ſhall be no more, thy injur'd Sex 
Will cite thy Name to vindicate their Glory. 
When Truth and Conſtancy ſhall be denyd 
As poſlible in Woman But to ſay, 
Remember bright Conſtantia, is enough; 
Bnough for. ever to canfute the Slander, . 
And ſilence all the Malice of Mankind, ; 5 

Conſ. No more. — Behold my faithful Soldier here Þ[. a Soldier appears - 
And warns me to retire. He ventur'd Life 4ę̃t the Door. 
Thus to obey my Will, nor dare I ſtay, | | 
Leaſt I expoſe him to Lycinius Power. 
Oh Theodorus ! now the Time is come, 
The fatal Hour, When we muſt part for Ever: 
Never on Earth to ſee each other more. 
Our mutual Oaths, the ſacred Vow of Marriage, 
Muſt be for ever. Cancell' d. | 
Oh! ſupport me; 
Reach me thy Hand, and lead me to my Urn; 
Tis the laſt Office that thy Love can do: | 
Guide me that rugged Path that points to Death, 
For when I loſe thy Sight, I am no more. 

Treo. Guide thee to Peath Oh ſtay ! my Eyes grow full, 
Nor can 1 fee the way. Ha!/——yhat in Tears? f 
This Omen ſure foreruns approaching Fate. 

Thy Death, my Love, *tis only that can ſhake me, 

Aud melt my Soul to this undecent Softnelſs. 

Ibis harden'd Tetaper, rough as Autumn Storms, 

Shriaks from that Wound. ——I Tremble, Sob, and Weep, 
And play the Iutant. Death in any Form „ 
But this woud be my With, with greedy Joy 

Ud icek that only Cure to all my Sorrows. 

Ent tf us to leave thee, thus expog'd alone, 


In 


L The Faithful General. 
In this Deſpair, to truſt thee with thy (elf. 

Thy Hand unskill'd in Wounds, in Rage of Grief 
Will give thee double Pains. Were 1 but by, 
Methinks that Choice for hoth has leſs of Horror. 
Io fold thee thus, cloſe to my panring Breaſt; 
Cloſe thy ſick Eyes, and fob a laſt Farewell. 

Joyn in one Sigh my parting Breath with thine, 
And ſink together to eternal Slumbers. 

Conſ. Together! let me Eccho to that Sound, | 
And bleſs thoſe Powers that have inſpir'd the Thonght. | i 
Thou haſt diſcrib'd Death in a Form ſo lovely, . ; 

1 long to prove it now.wThus we ſhall ſcape 
The Malice of our Foes. ——One Moment more [Draws a Dagger. 
And we are paſt their Power. | 
Theo, Is then the Means 
Of Death ſo near? Art thou ſo well prepar'd ? 
_ -Give me the Dagger, and VN] lead the on, 
Thy feeble Hand ſhou'd learn to ſtrike of mine. 
Death is a Soldier's Trade. | 
Conſ. No, twas thy Choice 
Thy laſt Reſolve, that I ſhou'd Dye before thee, 
Nor can I quit that Claim. Why doſt thou ſhake 
And graſp my Hand? What means this dying Paleneſy, 
And thoſe big Drops that gather ore thy Brow ? 
Oh! ſpeak, if ought can make thy Fate more eaſy, 
E're Jam paſt 2 Grant. 
Theo. Can I behold thee - 
Gaſping and Pale in the laſt Pangs of Life, 
Stretch'd on the Ground, thy Beauties all defiPd 
With guſhing Wounds, and know my ſelf the Cayſe ! 
Here, here, my Courage fails; forgive my Weakneſs, 
Forgive the various Turns of my Diſtraction. 
My Wiſh is chang' d; I cannot ſee thee Dye: 
The Thought alone has rais'd this Agony. 
Swifter then Light'ning it has pierc'd my Sonl, 
And daſh'd me thus, thus grov'ling to the Duſt, 
To hide my Eyes from gazing on that Horror, 
Till the long Sleep ſhall cloſe em. | 
Conſ. Oh! no more; | | - i 
Since 'tis thy Wiſh, T1 Live the little Time 1 
That Fate allows; nor can 1 leave thee yet, | To 
Till thou art more at Peace. Almighty Po- rs ; 1 
Since tis your Will, to rack your Creatures thus, | 
I till ſubmit and think you Juſt in all. 5 NS | 
| Enter Aventinus. | 
Avent, Riſe, Riſe, my Lord; the Emperor ſalutes you 
With Health and Liberty, | ; 
| Theo. The Emperor! 
What change of Fate is this ? 
Avent, The Pow'r of Love, bY 
And Artimeſia's Tears. When ſhe appear'd, 
Her beautious Sorrows wrought a ſudden Change 
In Cæſar's ſtormy Soul, his Flames * 
2 


[Unbinds him, 
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& The Faithful General: 
With double Force: he gaz'd, and wiſh'd, and languiſh'd, 
With generous Griet he mourn'd his Errors paſt. 
His cauſeleſs Hate, the Source of both your Wrongs; 
And turns theGuilt of all upon Z.ycinixs, : 
Thea he admir'd your Firmneſs to your Truſt ; 
All you had done for Greece, the noble Conqueſts 
Your Arms have won, the Loyalty of Maris. 
Haſte, Haſte, he cry'd, unlooſe the Hero's Chains, 
And bring em to my Þrcſence, to reccive | 
All the Reward that gratefull Pow'r can give. 
To Aftinicſia bear tli Imperial Crown. 
Prepare hcr Guards, and let her Court be nam'd, 
With all the Fomp that kts a Grecian Empreſs, 
To wait her to the Throne. | 
Conſ. Oh, happy Day! 45 
Bleſs'd be the Gods, that have inſpir'd this Paſſion. 
Avent. The Emperor laſt Night, ſent Iſidorus 
To Marus, to inform him that his Daughter 
This Day ſhou'd be the Empreſs of the Baſt. 
With Orders too to ſend her his Commands, 
To pardon all the Faults that Love had caus'd; 
And in return accept tl? Imperial Crown. 
Thus Marus writ, and charg'd her on her Duty, 
As ſhe wov'd fear his Curſe, and wiſh his Bleſſing. 


Since *twas her Prince's Will, ſhe ſhou'd Obey 


Againſt her paſt Reſolves. 
Con ſ. Then ſhe ſubmits. 


I know a Parent's Will with her is Sacred. 


Theo. Still there remains the moſt Important Care; 


Haſt thou releas'd my Father? is he ſafe 
Beyond Lycinius Pow'r? 


Avent. Old Iſidorus, 


Commiſſion'd by the Emperor, is gone 
To free his Friend, that Charge to him was given, 


As this to me; both in one Moment went. 


But his flow Steps will ill obey his Wiſhes; 


Nor is he yet Arriv'd. | | 
Enter Enſign. 
Enſ. Arm, quickly Arm. 


The Priſon Courts are full, and Marus dies. 


Cycinizs has this Hour reſolv'd his Fate, 

Hor fear the Emperor repent and fave him. | 
Theo. He has repented? Oh! that ſubtle Villain 

Now takes his Tim- : This dreadfull Hour is his. 

Nor have we any Means, but thus like Romans 

Fo periſh in his Cauſe: Yet upon Thought; 

Since thouart here, the Soldiers ſhou'd be ready. 

is there no hopes ron them 
. They'il fon be here. 

Fierce Dameratus wing'd with Fury comes 

Vit thoſe that he Commands. His Love to farms 

Weill urge his Haſte. Each Moment I expect him. 
Tes. Ob, Altus! Father! fill my tortur'd Soul 


. er rehe ee remnn 4yrren 


P — 


„ 


The Faithful General. 


Bodes ruine, e're they burſt the Maſly Gates, 
And force their way ; Flames, Racks, or Daggers ſoon- 
May end our Care, and put him paſt a Reſcue. 
Enſ. The Centinel that Guards the Door beneath, 
Inform'd me of the Danger, brought me hither, | 
And by that ſecret way admits the Soldiers. 
Theo. Haſte then my Friends, if by that means they come, 
We may have time. Let's wait the Princeſs back: 
Love claims that Moment's Care. | 
Conſ. None, none fhall go. 
1 here am ſafe, each Cccian is my Guard; 
Shou'd I be known, none dare reſiſt my Will. 
But Oh. for thce, 
A Thouſand Dangers wait this cruel Parting. 
Theo. What Danger can'ſt thou fear from Foes like theſe * 
That heap of Cowards will but ſtain our Swords. 
But ſince the Gods provide this Means of Safety, 
_ Hope that their Care will ſend a bleſs d Event, 
And crown our future Years with Joy and Love. 
Conſ. What hope, Alas! remains, if Marus Dye? 
My fiery Lord, forgetful of his Love, | 
Will raſhly periſh to Revenge his Father. 
Yet *midſt this Horror ſtill he bids me hope; 
And vainly promiſes an end of Woes. . 
Thus Hope itil! ſhines amidſt our dusky Cares, 
And lights us thro” the darkeſt Maze of Fears. 
In Clouds of preſſing Woes 'twill find a Room, 
And fondly ſooth us ſtill with what's to come: 
Till in a rougher Storm of Fate we're toſs'd; 
Then the falſe Light expires, and we're for ever loſt. LExeunt. 


SCENE Changes to the Palace. The Emperor is diſcovered reſting under a _ 

Canopy of State; whilſt this Song is Sung to ſoft Muſick. 
SONG. 

Elieve me, Cloria, all this Rigour's vain : 

p What need both Torments, Abſence, and Diſdain, 

To end a Wretch that may with one be Slain ? 

I ſee, too late, I ſee, you will return 

Jo my eternal Love, eternal Scorn; 

Till in deſpairing Flames to Death 1 burn. 


Yet Beauty ſtill is vainly Holiz'd, 
Still we fond Victims tamely dye deſpisd; 
And Altars raiſe, on which we're Sacrific'd. 


Galerius riſes and comes forward. 


Gal. No more; theſe Sounds of Muſick are too ſoft ; 
Like Oyl they ſtill augment my raging Fires; 55 
No Harmony can ſootn my Soul to reſt. | 

| | FAY Sleepleſs - 


i Me Faithful Ceneral. 
Sleepleſs 1 toſs on my uneaſy Down; | 
Then ſtarting from my Bed, with longing Eyes 
1 ſeek the Dawn, and curſe the ling'ring Darkneſs z 
And Rave and Walk the tedious Nights away. 
in vain, Alas! I ſtruggle with my Fate, 
is doom'd by Love, I muſt poſſeſs or Dye. 
And, Oh! with confcious Bluſhes I confeſs, 
Vertue like hers, that cou'd unſhaken ſtand 
The Force and Flattery of boundleſs Pow'r, 
Will be tos poorly recompenc'd with Crowns. 
She comes with that Majeſt ick haugkty Mien, 
As if her Soul diſdain'd the Pomp ſhe wears, 
And mult deſcend to take the Gitt from Fortune. 
Her brighter Eyes Eclipſe the Diadem, 
As the Meridian Sun out-ſhines the Stars. 
Later Artimeſia, Crow#'d and dreſ#d in the Imperial Robes, with her 
: Macario and Attendants. | 
Ah! Beautions Empreſs ! brighteſt of thy Sex! 
Whoſe Charms have Pow T to change the Courſe of Fate, 
And make a Monarch bleſs'd amid'ſt his Toils. 
PoileſS'd of thee, I like a God ſhall Live, 
While all Mankind with Envy ſee my Joys; 
And ev'n the ſullen Moraliſt confeſs, 
That perfect Happineſs may reſt on Thrones. 
Item. In vain we hope tor. Happineſs in Life, 
For Relt, or Eaſe, the Dead alone can find it. 
Oh! were I paſt 
That dreadful Rubicon of doubtful Fate, 
Huſh'd in the peaceful Slumbers of the Grave, 
And ſafely laid beyond the reach of Fortune; 
Where the tols'd Soul enjoys eternal Calms, 
And this long War of Love and Glory ends. 
Gal. What mean theſe diſmal Sounds? talk'ſt thou of Death 
In all that gaudy Bloom and Pride of Beauty? | 
Thy conquering Charms dreſ&d in the Spoils of Empire, 
Thoſe happy Omens of conſenting Love. 
Arti. Thus far I have obey'd 4 Father's Will, 
Whoſe abjotnre Commands enjoywd me, when 
Ih Imperial Robes were brougit I ſnou'd accept hm: 
Aud thus adorn'd attend his coming here. 
Ihus then ta give the hardeit Proof of Duty, 
In fpight of all the ſtruggies of my Soul, 
| nave obey do und with Suhmilllon Walt 
What Heaven and he intend. 
Cal. Oh Artmeſia ! | 
ien thy Father can diſpoſe my Fate, 
| fant be bick'd 3 he knows the Force of Love, 
W that my Lite depends upon the Gift, 
Sor 192 he tee me languiſh in Þoſjuir, 


L 


Lis xd, tis doomd, that fils mine. 

5 as). "my Arti mi ta, Oh UNTajio ot Thought ! 
derber now theſt longing Arms fall hold her, 
ie ond Eyes gage with eternal Rapture. 
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Each various Senſe ſhall feaſt its raviſh'd Pow'rs, 
And ſhare the Conqueſt of that World of Beauty. 
Haſte then, my Love, let's ſeize the preſent Hour, 
Nor: ftay for tedious Forms; the Prieſt. ſhall join us. 
And Oh! when that is paſt! „ 

Artim. Forbear, my Lord; 
It may be yet too ſoon to call me yours; 
Nor is there Cauſe for Rapture. 

Gal. Oh forgive me! 
Von Frown, and Iam aygd ; my haughty Sou! 
Has learn'd the tame Sübmiſſion of a Slave. 
If 1 offend, Oh! let me ſpeak no more, 
Doom me to linger in eternal Silence; 
Rack'd with Deſpair, and ſcorch'd with fierce Deſires. 
To my laſt Moment, I} Adore and Gaze, 
And bleſs the lovely Author of my Death. 
And pleas'd, if thus I can attone my Guilt, 
Sink to my Grave without a Groan or Murmur. 


(Approaching ' 


| Artim. How my charm'd Ears devour theſe treacherous Sounds! LAſide. ; 
Love melts my Heart, and pity drowns my Eyes. | 


Loud Shouts at a diſt ance, and cries of Revenge. Enter Aventinus haſtily, 
Avent. Oh! Sacred Sir! the City's all ia Arms; 
The furious Soldiers croud the Palace-Court, 
Revenge they cry; Revenge our Murder'd Marus. 
The curs'd Iycinius, ere your Orders came, 
Had bound him to the Rack; Laſh'd, Tortur'd, Chain'd, 
The Hero lay expos'd to publick Scorn ;. | 
And beg'd the Mercy of the Ax in vain. 
Mac. Gods! Do you hear? 
Oh! for ſome means to ſave him. 
Artim. Oh Heav'ns! — ſtill more of W oe. Haſte Ar rinu 
Let's fly to guard his Life, or ſhare his Fate. : : 
Gal. Stay thee: Oh horror ! whether wou'dſt thou go? 


Take all the Guards and haſten to his Reſcue. [To Avent. 


Avent. He was releas'd before I enter'd here. 
The Soldiers led by Dameratus came; 
While I by your Commands freed Theodorus. 
When he appear'd the trembling Cowards fled. - 
The noble Iſidorus Dying lay. | 
Stretch'd by his Friend, and ſlain in his Defence. 
But Oh! twas then too late. All hope is paſt 
Of Marus Life. is judg'd his Wounds are Mortal. 
He therefore beg'd the Soldiers they wou'd bear him, 
Where he might ſpend the laſt remains of Life, 
At Cæſar's Feet. | 
Gal. Oh! that cursd Wretch Lycinius ! 
Ungrateful Traytor ! by the burning Furies, 
Racks, Wheels, and endleſs Torments are his Doom 
Away, Macario, haſte and ſeize the Villain; 
Secure him with a Guard till we can find 
Some means of Vengeance equal to his Crimes. 


You, Aventivus, labour to appeaſe Exe Mac. and Avent: 


The Soldiers Rage, and ſtill.this noiſy Tumult. 
| bu: | But 


„ The Faithful General, 


But ſee the dying Ar —ullt and Shame 
O'rewhelm my Soul. Oh, cou'd I ſhun his Sight ! > 


Enter Soldiers bearing in Marus mangled and bloody, followed by Conſtantia TP 
aud Theodorus. 1 


Artim. Trembling, — Convulſive— Faint, 
With {treaming Wounds; Oh more than Gorgon Horror! 
His Prince's Guard, the Glory of the Empire, 
Juſt come from ſaving both. Lo, his Rewards, 
Theſe Triumphs of a conquering General. 
And after this tor ever fly from Courts; 
For fake the haunts of Men, aud chule to herd 
In Dciarts, with the milder Savages, g | 
Where far more Gratitude, and Juſtice Reigns. [Kneels by bi. 
Cal. Oh bear him gently and repoſe him there; GE 
Then iummon all the Help that Art can give. 
It chere remains a Hope of Life, or Eaſe 
From any Hand, Fil give the Man that faves him 
More, — vaſtly more than Avarice can wiſh. 
Mar. No, tis too late; my ſtruggling Spirits fink, 
And Death begins his Iron Reign below. 
But Oh! too flow he comes; ſtill had E Strength, 
Thete trembliag Hands ſhou'd give a nobler Wound, 
To waſh off the Diſgraces of the paſt. 
For thus to Live, thus branded with Diſhonour, 
Laſh'd, Torn, and Mangl'd in the common vicw 
Of all the gaz ing Croud, the Sport of Slaves; 
The Soldiers Shame, and Triumph of my Foes. 
To late Poſterity I ſhou'd be held, 
The Jeſt and Scorn of all the Drolling World. 
Theo. A fatal Damp hangs cold upon his Brow, 5 
His Eyes grow Dim with Miſts. My Father! — Oh! 
Thus let me fall. LKreels by him. 
Har. Approach, my Theodorus. : 
Oh! Let me fold thee in my trembling Arms; 
And this 1:it Momenr's Breath be ſpent in Bleſſing. 
*Tis all I ask th' Immortal Gods in Death, 
Nor can they give thee more, than fill to make 
Thy future Glories equal to thy paſt, 
theo, | cannot ſpeak, obs choak the thronging Words; 
g Thus to behold von frrixzes me Dumb with Grief ; | 
h And i can ond; aner with my Tears. | 
i Cal. Oh Alus“ Father! can'ſt thou ſtill forgive 
| The Wrongs you ſuffez'd from that Villaia's Malice ? 


_——_  - 
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————— 


0 1-9 lire, Alas! I find che fatal Cauſe, 

5 Wh ne betray d his Lruſt, accus'd thy Vertue. 
K Ana ſet his ſubtle Engives to foment 8 
q: My guilty Hate. — 11] 1 decreed thy Death, 
4 Beiray'a thee ito the Malice of thy Fe 
Wich a falſe Smile, and a diflembFd Welcome, 
— nworthy ot a Prince. fw ifter than Plagues 


. > | 
LC LIM Breath went torth that doom'd thee thus. 


But 


- But Oh, my flow Repentance came too late. 
Mar. Riſe, Riſe, my Lord, or I ſhall dye with Shame: 

Theſe Tears are Balm enough for all my Wounds, 

I know your Soul is Chang d my Iſidorus, 

That ſpent his feeble Age to guard my Life, 
And nobly fell a Sacrifice to Friendſhip. 

With his laſt Breath has told me all thoſe Honours, 

Your Bounty had decreed me, cou'd I live | 

Some Moments more. - your Vows of future Favour, 

All I cou'd wiſh to clear my Injur'd Fame, 

And crown my Death with Glory — for the Treaſure, 

My Theodorus will preſerve that Secret, 

Till a fit time that Honour may allow. 

Gal. No more, Oh! Name it not; My conſcious Soul 

Is {truck with Shame and Horror at the Thought, 

That cou'd be cheated with ſuch mean Suſpicion, £ 

Curs'd be the perjur'd Villain, that reveaFd 

That fatal Truſt, thus to inſnare thy Life. 

But Oh, my Father: Still there's vaſtly more 

Thou haſt to give, which I may ask with Honour, 

Far more than all the Rawls Rach conceals  _ 

In her dark Womb; or that more boundleſs. Treaſure, 
That paves the Courts of Neptue; more than Empire, 
On which my Life depends. My all of Bliſs, . 
Oh ! I conjure thee, anſwer my Deſpair. - 
Let Artimeſia Tpeak. 5 

Mar. See where the kneeis 


Fix'd in an Agony of ſpeechleſs Sorrow. 
Oh! riſe, thou nobleſt, beſt of all thy Kind; 
Thou Darling Bleſſing of thy Father's Age; 


© 


Thus I reſign thee to a better Lord. „„. 


Receive her Cæſar, as the greateſt Proof 
Of Love, and Duty, I can ſhow in Death. 
Haſte, take your Artimeſia.— 
While I have Life to give her ſhe is yours: 
For Ever yours. nor can ſhe now refuſe, 
Since tis my dying Will, and you are Guiltleſs. 


The Mourner, and Avenger of my Death. 5 


But Oh! Death ſtops my Tongue, farewell for ever. 
Immortal Jove, the King of Gods, and Men, 
Confirm your Empire in your Peoples Hearts. 
May every Subject love you like your Marus; 
And your long Reign conclude in Peace and Glory. es 
Je Emperor goes to the Body, and ſtands by it, while Artimeſia 
Theodorus come to the Front of the Stage. is 
Artim. He's gone] for ever gone! the beſt of Fathers! 
And Greece has loſt her Glory. Oh ye Gods! 
Long, has my Soul been tortur'd with Deſpair ; 
But this laſt Wound, this double Load of Woe 
Is more then I can bear. I'm cru'ſh'd to Earth. 
Oh Marus Oh my Father! | 
Theo, Ceaſe Artimeſia, ceaſe this Childiſh Sorrow; 


K 


{Dyes 


and 


Nor 


Nor ſoil the Glory of a Hero's Death 
With feeble Tears ; the Tribute is too Poor, 
And ill becomes the Greatne ſs of thy Soul, 
The Fall of Marrs ſhou'd be mourn'd in Blood. — 
Thus nobly uſe the Pow'r of Love, and Empire, 
In ſwift Revenge.—— Revenge thy murder'd Father. 
The Villain is beneath thy Brother's Hand; | 
The Hang-man's Ax muſt find him : Therefore wo 
Theſe Tears are Vain. 
Artim. No, I can Weep no more. 
The Rage of Vengeance has already dry*d' 
My ſhowry Eyes; as the Soft 8 Clouds 
Are driven off by Storms : Nor cou'd I find 
Reſt ev'n in Death: till firſt Lycinius fall, 
Daſn d from his Hopes, and boſted to the Center: 
Then my avenging Ghoſt ſhall follow his, 
To plead our Wrongs before Eternal Juſtice ; 5; 
Urge on his Doom and multiply his Pains. 
| Enter Aventinus and Dameratus 
Avent. Ha ! Dead —— Oh, Marw'! — But thou haſt thy Wiſhz 
Immortal Honours now ſhall crown thy Urn. 
Thy Ghoſt too is appeas d. Revenge is perfect, 
5 Tongue can ſpeak the Horrors of this Night. 
Lycinius ſoon was ſeiz'd, diſguiz d for Ehght 
o Parthia, as the tortur'd Slavesconfeſsd. ' 
Scarce cou'd the Soldiers guard him from the Rove: = 
Of the tumultuous Crond. -N , tir »: Af 
And all the Slaves, they with mad Fury. drag d 
About the Streets; the ſport of their Revenge, * 120 . f 
Then bound and naked in the Amphitheatte, n+ 2 
Expos'd em to the Fury of the Beaſts. | 
Dam. But Cliton, e're he dy'd, with Tears confeltt;; s 
7 had contriv'd the Death of Malus, 


o leave us here Defenceleſs; while in Panne. Fea wo Art 1 
He raisd Rebellions and uſurp'd that Crown 11 135 
Which black Conſpiracy, he Jad; theſe Letters 
From Gallus's Hand wou'd prove. rh 2; | LO the Empere Benn. 

Avent. Yet this he told us, 691 | 


Was but his under Plot, hischief Deſi gn 
Was by the Death of Harus, 5 
And Theodor, to obtain the Empire, 
And wed the br ight Conſt antia That once gain '>:- 
All was included in that higheſt Ty. | 
The utmoſt of Ambition. 
Gal. Oh ye Gods 
Isꝰt e poſſible ſo black a Treachery 2 — 
Baſe Sycophant / Inglorious Coward, Villain: 
It thus he darc conſpire to ſhare my Empire, | 
He by my Death had ſoon uſurp'd it all. 
Where is the Traytor ?=—Haſte, and tell his Fate: 8 
What Torments cod thou find for Crimes like theſe ? ' 
Avent. Seiz d with a Guard, and all his Plots diſcover'd, 
| His Friends and Servants dead, he trembling ſtood, 4 


a The Faithful General. 
Struck with Deſpair, and Guilt, and Coward Fears : 
Long paus'd, and wept then ſtarted into Frenzy. 
Swifter than Thought he ſnatch'd a Partizan | 
From the next Guard, and plung'd it in his Breaſt. 
Then with a ſudden bound made to the Palace, 
With Threats againſt your Life. But when diſarm'd, 
He curs'd the Gods with dreadful Imprecations; 
Revil'd their Pow'r that doom'd him to that Ruin: 
Foam'd, Gnaſh'd, and Rav'd, and Tore his mangl'd Fleſh, 
And in that rage of Malphewy expir'd. | 
Then. The Gods are juſt. : 
Cui ſ. What Wretch wou'd dare be witked ? 3 
CA. Oh fatal Guilt ' — that muſt be thus Atton d. 
His ſpotted Soul ſinks with a Treble Load. 5 
Blood, Treaſon, Perjury.— Sure Hell till now, 
Ne're groan'd with ſo much Horror. Yet to me 
Thoſe baſe Returns are Juſt, while by this means 
- The Gods chaſtize my paſt Ingratitude. 
But ſince the Danger's found, we muſt disperſe 
The gathering Storms: Macario I app int . 
In Gallus's Place, to that important Charge; 
To ſcourge that Inſolent, and awe the Rebels. 
For thee, my Theodorus, Love attends : 
With all its Charms; ſoon as theſe tedious Forms 
Of Grief are paſt, our Nuptials ſhall ſucceed. 
. | Theodorus Kneels, he Raiſes him. 
ERiſe to my Arms; all that my Pr can give, 
Thy Father has o're paid with vaſt Exchange. 
| To Aventinus. 
Remove the Body. Let the Souldiers bear 
Their General back, in Triumph on their Shields. 
In Peath he Conquer'd; — 
And his Immortal Glory ſhall ſurvive, 
Till Time ſhall be no more. With ſpeed prepare 
His Funeral Pomp, his Chariots, Statues, a 
1 and equal to his Birth, 
And his Renown in War. | 
Soldiers Omnes. The Gods preſerve and bleſs our Emperor. 
Artim. Stay Soldiers; if the Emperor permit, 
One Momeftt more, and Pll attend my Father. 
Something important yet remains to do, 
E're I can wait his Urn. 
Gal. What means my Fair? 
Artim, Since Marus is Reveng'd.—— And Theodor 
Bleſs'd in his Love: What have I more to wiſh ? 
The Gods too haye beſtow'd the Grecian Empire, 
The loftieſt Throne on Earth, where I ſhall ſit 
Encompaſs'd round with Tributary Kings, 


And doom the Kneeling Nations with a Frown. 


Gal. Oh Empreſs ! thus for ever you ſhall Reign. 
Thy Heart's the purchaſe of an Eaſtern World. | 

Artim. Ah! cou'd this Pomp repair the Wropgsof Honour; 
Cou d Empire bribe me to _— my Fame, 25," 3:4. 
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63 The Faithful General. 
And blaſt the early Glories I have won: 
Then you might hope this flighted Artimeſia, = 
Wou'd ſhare your Throne upon ſuch Terms as theſe. 
Gal. Oh ye Immortal Gods ! 
Artim. Take back theſe Robes.—— 

For ever thus I quit the gaudy Toil, 

And will again be tree. Oh Rome ! Oh Athen. 

Behold how firm, and how reſolv'd I ſtand, 

Amidſt the Homage of the profer'd World. 

Sce this young Emperor, his Pow'r, and Charms, 

The firſt, the only Object of my Love; 

Lord of my Soul, and End of all my Wiſhes. 

} And after this, when thou ſhalt ſoon be Witneſs 

Of our eternal parting, — then, Oh Athens 

Then clap, aud with a juſt Applauſe confeſs, 
In ſpight of all, l'm Artimeſia ſtill. 
Olimp. Oh Heavens ! what tura is this ! 

C Gal. Eternal parting ! | | 

It cannot be, thou canſt not mean that Horror. 

+ Yet why this Change? Why are theſe Gifts of Love 
Thrown off, and ſcorn'd ? Oh! ſpeak thy fatal Purpoſe ; | 
Baſe but theſe Torments, tho? you doom my Death. 
My frighted Soul, as with an Earthquake toſs'd, 

| Heaves in my Breaſt, and ſtrives to ſorce her Paſſage, | 

At but the Thought, —the Mention of a Parting. | 

Artim. Remember, Sir, your prond t vf rn 

Your black Aſperſions upon Womankind. | 
All they can ſuffer for the cauſe of Vertue, 
How great ſoe re the Tryal ſeems.— Tis {till _ 
Their obvious Cunning, and their ſhallow Arts, 
To hide their Vice, and blind the gazing World ; 
Since never Woman yet was Chaſt and Fair. 
Gal. Tis as I feard. Oh! cruel Artimeſia! 
Artim. My Vertue too, like all my ſubtle Sex, 
Was but a Cheat to eratify my Pride. : 
A common Art to raiſe the Price of Love, 
And force you thus to bribe me with a Throne. 
But by my Father's injur'd Shade 1 ſwear, 
By all the Gods, by Glory, and Renown, © 5 
This ſlighted R., — this vain dull Deceiver; 
With all the Faults, and Follies of her Sek _ 
The Daughter ef your Slave. — Is born too high, 
And with a Soul above ſuch mean Compliance; 
That thus for Empire wowd betray the Honour 
Of thoſe Immortal Heroes of cur Race 
Or ſoil my Fame with this Inglorious Pomp. 
Tice, Is't pollible ſuch Bravery iu Woman? 
Gat, Oh! ſpare my Shame, -ſpare theſe too juſt Reproaches: 
Repentance may Atrone the worſt of Crimes. | 
Artim. Think but a Moment on the black Effect 
Of guilty Love, how wretched thou hadſt made me. 
How vile, how Toft is Woman withont Honour, . 


Her Glory, and her Guard; -V hen ftain'd with Vice 
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The Faithful General. 
he Furies enter her polluted Breaſt, | 

ik endless Racks of Thought. —-For ever hid 

In Darkneſs, and Diſguiſe ſhe glides about 
The Ghoſt of what ſhe was — Guilt, Shame, and Horror 
Where ere ſhe goes, ſtill haunt her Conſcious Steps. 
Till to compleat the juit Revenge of Fate, 
Grown Poor, Unpity'd, Infamous, and Old, 
Diſeas'd, and Loath'd, without Relief, or Aid ; 

She's left to ſtarve, and eaſe the weary World 

Gal. Behold theſe dying Tears, and theſe heav'd Sig hs 

That rend my torturꝰd Breaſt. —Alafs ! in vain 
You aggravate my Guilt, I own it all. | 

The blackeſt Form your Fancy can Invent 

To paint my Crimes, can never reach my Thought. 

To Artimeſia this, whole ſpotleſs Fame 
O'reſpreads the conquer'd World; form'd by the Gods 
A bright Example for her erring Sex. . 

None, none but ſne, to chuſe for ſuch Deſigus 

Amidſt a numerous Croud of yielding Fair, 

Ambitious, vain, and ripe for Violation. 

Eternal Grief, Confuſion, and Deſpair, ; 
Attends the Thought, the Stings of late Reflection 
Upbraid my guilty Soul. ——Bring Heav'n in View, 
Bright Worlds of Bliſs, eternal Extaſies: 


Then ſhift the Scene. and ſhow em loſt for ever. 
Artim. No more, My Lord: I cannet ſee you thus. 


Love with freſh Showers abates the riſing Storms. 

This ſoft Confeſſion has diſarm'd my Anger: 

And I muſt haſte while I have Pow'r to go. 

But Oh ! upon my Knees thus let me firſt 

With ſtorms of Sighs, and ever ſtreaming Tears, 

Thus beg of Heav a that for this little Loſs, 

This worthleſs Object, of inglorious Love, 

Your Griefs may be Repaid with endleſs Bleſſings; 

And may tl auſpicious Gods attend my Vows. 

Around your Land may Tides of Plenty flow, 

And circling Time bring back the Golden Age. 

Still may new Pleafure, ſoften all the Toi! 

That waits on Pow'r, and make your Crown fit eaſy, 
May Conqueſt huſh the noiſy War for ever, 

And Peace, and Glory crown your coming Years. 

Gat. Talks thou of Bleſſing? Canſt thou mock the Gods 

With fruitleſs Vows, and thus reſolve my Fate? 

Thus in my Bloom of Youth, and Pride of Empire, 
Thus ſnatch me from the World, and fink my Soul 
With everlaſting Pains. Yet ſtill for this, 

For all the Horrors paſt I can Forgive thee, 

Accuſe me, Hate me, Rack me with thy Frowns ; 

But let me ſee thee, Cruel as thou art, 
All Painsare leſs to Love then thoſe of Abſence: 
Spare me but that. and doom what elſe you pleaſe. 

Artim. Still theſe Reproaches : Still this wrong to Love. 

Ah wreatched Prince! caſt thou ſo ſoon forget, Be 
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Inexorable, ſtill reſolv'd as Fate. 


And ſtill refuſe? Whence comes this fatal Change? 


— * 


Thy baſe Contempt of Marus and his Race ? 
Thy Luſt and black Ambition? Turn thy Eyes © | FN 
On that ſad Object, there thou'lt find a Cauſe L Points to her Father*s Body, 
To ſtrike thee Dumb. to own our parting Juſt, | f 
And nobly joyn in this Revenge of Honour. 
Fly from theſe guilty Eyes, as I from thine, 
And greatly thus Attone the Faults of Love. 
Gal. Oh! tis in vain all Arguments are loſt. 
One Moment is too much to loſe thy ſight. 
And wou'dſt thou go for Ever? thus 1 ſeize thee, 
Thus Graſp thes faſt with all the Force of Love; 
Nor will I looſe my hold. Where're you chuſe 
Your fatal way, tho' thro? dark diſtant Wilds; 
Thro' ſcorching Lyb:an Sands, or Scythian Froſts, 
PIt follow thee to Death, Eternal Exile; 
Nor will weever part. | | 
Art: Then you reſolve 
Not to permit me to depart the Court. 
Oh ! ſpeak, my Lord, in vain I ſhou'd attempt 
Togo, without your Leave. What Place is ſafe 
From Pow'r like yours? what Refuge can I find 
In all the Conquer d World ? 
Gal. None, there is none; 5 | | | 
None can Protect thee, none on Earth ſhall dare na 
Oppoſe my Love. Oh! think thou now art mine, 5 0 


Thy dying Father gave thee to my Axme : 
Nor will I quit my Claim. stiff. ſtill She's going, 


Oh ! kneel my Friends; perhaps we all may move her, 

Thus lower yet, fall proſtrate to the Ground : 

Thus bar her fatal Way. See, Empreſs, ſee, 

Thy Brother at thy Feet, thy Princeſs too, a SN 
Whoſe Soul is join'd to thine by ſacred Friendſhip. 5 
My faithfull Soldiers too unite their Tears. | ; 
All mourn my Fate, and all implore thy ſtay, 5 
And for this Wretch thy Pity, and Forgiveneſs. 5 ä 
Oh Artimeſia ! cauit thou ſee me Weep, | 


Artim. Rite, riſe, my Lord my Princeſs, Brother, all. 


Oh ! U intreat you Riſe. — You have prevaild, 


Nor can l more reſiſt the Forceof Love. 

Now, now he rends his way, in that laſt Pang 

He burſt the ſtrings of Lite: The little Tyrant 

Will be obey'd in ſpight of cruel Honour, 

Of Duty, Fame, ſpi2nt of my paſt Reſolves. | 

Still ſhou'd I ſee thee thus, I ſhou'd be loſt; pe 
Glory wou'd be forgot. I hat bleeding Object | 5 
Wou'd plead in vain againſt my yeilding Heart. 

Nor can l go.—— No Thought of Parting now. 

This Struggling Paſſion ſoon wau'd drag me back. 788 
The Compete hercer grows > Refuge left. 
Nor hope of Eaſe; but thus to free my Soul, 8 Stabs her ſelf ewice, 


Thus with a Roman blow. the Emperour wreſts the 
| | Dagger from her. 
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"The Faithful Geneva, © 


Gat. Diſtra&ion ! Horror! 
Gods ! Gods! What haſt thou done: Jana; 
Still more of Death ? | 
Ruine Deſpair 
Theo. Oh! Boundleſs Thirſt of Glory !- 
Cou'd nothing leſs Attone? 
Gal. Was it for this that I oppns'd your parting * 
To loſe thee thus for Ever? Oh! Ye Gods! 
Oh! What cou'd urge thee to this Deed of Horror. 
Artim. Glory, and Love. the guilty Love of thee, 
Which ſtill increas'd amidſt my loudeſt Wrongs : 
Nor durſt I live to hear the ſoft Complaints, 
See thy full Griefs, and hear the Racks of Paſſion. 
My Treacherous Heart ſt ill liſten'd to the Charm, 
And in ſome eaſy Hour had pardon'd all. —— | 
Gal. Oh! Con'dſt thou fear to make ns both ſo Bleſs d? 
Artim. My Birth deſpis'd the Glory of our Rang, 
Staind with the Offer of Unlawful Love: 
And Oh! more to encreaſe the Black account, 
My Father's Death was added. | 
Sal. Can'ſt thou ſtill | 
Upbraid me with a Crime I ſo Abhor? . 3 
Thou know's# me Innocent. | . 
Artim. Not of the Cauſe, 
Thy Hate, my Cæſar, but no more n | 


Had Merus liv n never had been Yours. | N 


Gal. Never, Cruel 
Artim. What cou'diAtrone, , 5 

For Wrongs like mine! !—— *twas for this end I came, | 
To meet my Father in that fatal Pomp ; 31 
Ręſolv d to Part, or Dye. 
But, Oh /——— — — Farewel; 
Life Ebbs apace, and the Grim Tyrant now... 

Has ＋ ty my. Heart, Grant me one laſt Requeſt, 
' Gal. Oh! What can I refuſe ?—— my Life, and n 
Thoſe are already thine,. but by the Gods, 
By thee thy ſelf, the greateſt Oath to Love; 
Iwill perform, whate? re thou ſhalt enjoyn, | 

Or may ſwift Vengeance ſink my perjur'd Soul. 

Artim. Live then, my Cæſar; by your Oath I charge vou. 
And by our Loves, preſerve your Sacred Life; 
Leave not the World, till Nature's Hand diſmiſs thee 3 


"Tis all my Care in Death.—— no more — but thus, 7 


Thus let me fold the with a Dying Fondneſs, 
In theſe weak trembling Arms: And Oh! Sometimes, 
In ſome ſoft Hour if ere. Imperial Pleaſures 
Will give thee leave, think on thy Artimeſia: 
Think never Woman lov'd with equal Paſſion, 
Nor made ſo vaſt a Sacrifice to Glory. 
Grant but a Sigh, a Tear, one tender Wiſh, 
To our IIl-fated Loves, and I am Bleſs'd. 
Sal. Dead, Dead for ever loſt /-—— Oh _ £ 
Still muſt Live? Still muſt my ſplitting Heart, | 
ny out 7 Alas Hes Care was Ys 
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1 While endleſs Tempeſts toſs thy linking B, "pf * | 


} | Rage! Grief] Deſpair ! Death peak ee eee . {=D | 
6 | heco. Oh! Let us haſte,. | y 


'F From me till now ſhe ſtill conceal'd her Wrongs, [Looking on Artimeſis 
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F In vain my 1 while I behold thee thus, 2 75 e Es 
© - Grief ſoon will eaſe my Soul; I thank the Gdes 9 7 * | 
; *Tis to my Wiſh, 1 ſoon ſhalt follow thee. F EN 
But were it poſlible %%% 
No ſecond Love ſhou'd ere invade my Breaſt: . „ 2 
Thou, Theodorus, art my Ceſar now, ; Song WT 
The Part*pcr of my Throne; and by my Death, 0 NO TOO 
; Shall in ( onft antia” S Right poſleſs it all. : F 3 881 
Since 'twas Imper ial Pride that brought this Ruine, | ; * Os 
For ever I renounce the guilty Pomp ; | 5 a "26h 
All thoſe bright Follies that thus ſwell'd my Soul, 
To raiſe a Crown above the Price of Vertue. 
Oh, think on that thou Wretch,— the Curſed Cauſe, 
Of both thoſe Deaths !— Proud, Raſh, ambitious Fool ! 
What now is Empire! what the World to thee ! 


And theſe ſtretch'd Lids, wake with eternal Tears? of 
Yet wiſh it thus; {till with chy Torments more, 
Aſſiſt their Fury, give a looſe to Grief 5; 
Plungc in the beating Storms till nature Faints, 
And to tlie full revenge thy bleeding Love. 
Oh Artimeſia! I will ſound thy Name, | 42 5 2 Ms Die] EK 
Till the tyr'd Eccho's ceaſe to groan it „„ "3 el . Es 
And my laſt Brcath is ſpent in Repetition. It. 9 
No Sound, no Voice. no Thought but FP ia! 


- 


and tabuul o allwage < 
This furious Tempeſt, which will waſte his Life; 
But much I fear our Care will be in Vain. 

A Wound like this what Art or Time can cure? 


——ů— — 
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Nor cou'd my Soul have born the black Diſnonour. 3 
But Oh! *tis thus too fatally atton d: 2 
No Force of Love cou'd bribe her to forgive / — 
A Father's Death, or ſhare a guilty Throne 

Nor durſt ſhe tr ult that ſoft Setlucer Lore... 

But thus eſcap'd his Power. Oh my Conſtantia ! F 

See the Diſt inctionVertue makes in Death; | . 

Obſerve the Order of Eternal juſtice. f 

Spite of the Malice of our guilty Facs, 

The Race of Maris ſhall aſcend the Throne. £2 be 3 WA. 
He too has gain'd his Wiſh, and dy'd with Gier,, 5 | ö a 


Oh dry thy Eyes; and let us ren pur Sorrows, © 7 ho EE 
. Thus on each others Breaſt, 


my all of Comfort, 
The only Cauſe for which [ bear to lie. | 998 


My Flames refin'd, by Suff'rings brighter) lroye, i — 
And Grief ſtill adds mors Tendernèfs to - Oye. e 
The Gods with Pity did my Anguiſſi fee, / ee, | 
And to ſupport my Soul reſtor'd me tere. EN 
Like Marus Pll in Camps ſtill ſeek Renown, V Sod 
ad Emulate the Glory he has won. [7 es ne pe SUES 
While Greece, and Rome, their Tharc of Serre Wali, VVV 
And with Immortal Honours, Crown the Hero's 1 %% ( 
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